THE MIRACLE OF VICTORIA 


A NOVEL 


inside the great gay clergy controversy 


by 


HELMUT WIPPRECHT 


Copyright, 1990 


by Helmut Wipprecht and Lila Pasenow Wipprecht 



REV HELMUT L WIPPRECHT 

BOX 82! 

COBALT ONTARIO 



TABLE OF CONTENTS 


Preface i 

Prologue vi 

I Winds Of Change 1 

II John Graham 20 

III Dirty Tricks 60 

IV Moves And Countermoves 95 

V The Adversaries 146 

VI The Nudists 154 

VII The Decision 177 

VIII The Aftermath 219 

IX Smoke And Mirrors 242 

X The Gay Lovers 290 

XI Romance And Repercussions 306 

XII Lake Temagami 339 

XIII The Lull 372 

XIV The Study Trip 417 

XV Spite And Malice 433 

XVI Temptation 472 

XVII Irreconcilable Differences 487 

XVIII Crossing The Rubicon 543 

Epilogue 


570 



Preface 


During the decade which began in 1980, ethical problems 
connected with the practice of homosexuality became acute. Men 
and women who thusly deviated from the hitherto-accepted norm of 
heterosexuality began to demand equal rights, and equal 
respectability. 

This process had been going on for some time, but gathered 
momentum as the world entered its second last decade before the 
year 2000. Many laws had already been changed to guarantee the 
civil rights of gays and lesbians - as they preferred to be 
called. In country after country, discrimination against them 
became more and more a thing of the past, as new 
anti-discrimination laws to protect minorities were enforced. 

Homosexuality between consenting adults became acceptable 
and fashionable in many circles and societies, once it was no 
longer a criminal offence. Gays and lesbians celebrated "gay 
pride days" and paraded through the streets of the big cities, 
demanding more and more rights. 

It was just a matter of time before courts began to grant 
"family status" to homosexual couples; and in 1989 Denmark would 
become the first country in the world to perform homosexual 
civil marriages. Moreover, the senior Lutheran bishop Ole 
Bertelsen of Copenhagen would publicly hop<e that "the time is 



ii 


not far off" when the church would bless homosexual marriages. 

What at one time had been considered by the major religions 
as a vice, and by many governments as a crime, was now at last 
almost on a par with legal heterosexual behaviour in terms of 
general social acceptability. 

In all this, there was one holdout: the Christian Church, 
especially the Roman Catholic branch, did not agree. No church 
that stood in the mainstream of the Christian tradition condoned 
homosexual practice, nor would they knowingly ordain practicing 
homosexuals to the ministry, although heavy lobbying by 
homosexuals and homosexual-support groups in favour of a new 
liberated approach in and by the Church increased, and 
occasional prominent Protestant Church leaders began to advocate 
"gay ordination" and same-sex marriages. 

In earlier years, when gays and lesbians presented 
themselves as ministerial candidates to the governing bodies of 
the various Christian denominations, they concealed their sexual 
orientation; and upon successful completion of academic and 
"intern" requirements, were accepted into the clergy. Any who 
declared themselves to be homosexual were quietly refused. 

In 1980, shortly before she was to be ordained by a 
Conference of the United Church of Canada, a young woman 
publicly declared her lesbian orientation and practice, and 
requested ordination nonetheless. 
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This denomination was formed in 1925 by a union of three 
Canadian churches: the Congregational Church, the Methodist 
Church, and two- thirds of the Presbyterians, becoming, by Act of 
Parliament, the United Church of Canada. This protestant 
denomination, the largest in the land of the midnight sun, had 
to make a decision whether or not to ordain the applicant, and 
similar future candidates. The Conference, which ordains, is a 
regional ecclesiastical jurisdiction. There were twelve 
Conferences in the United Church of Canada at the time. Rather 
than set a policy for itself alone, the Conference which was 
faced with the issue referred it to the General Council, the 
highest level of United Church government, for a decision which 
would set the policy for the entire denomination. 

Meanwhile, the same question had been raised in several 
countries of Europe and in the United States. Lobbies and gay 
advocate groups did their best to persuade their churches to 
admit homosexuals to the ranks of the clergy. Invariably, the 
answer was no. True, some denominations admitted applicants 
with a gay or lesbian orientation, but insisted that there not 
be any practice: that homosexuals must agree to live as 
celibates, for their ordination to take place. 

In Canada, a committee appointed by the General Council in 
1980 had been working on the problem, and in 1984, recommended 
to the General Council which met that year, that homosexuals be 
ordained. The Council decided against it, but commended gays 
and lesbians already in the ministry for their good work, and 
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appointed another committee to study the problem further, and 
report back. 

The new committee reported in February 1988, and on March 
4, 1988 the document, "Toward A Christian Understanding of 
Sexual Orientation, Lifestyles, and Ministry," which for the 
sake of brevity became known as "The Report", was circulated to 
the congregations for study. 

The following novel is based on facts. All major and most 
of the minor events portrayed actually happened. The 
characters in the book who "flesh out" the stories are invented. 
Some of them exhibit composite characteristics of numerous 
persons the author came to know personally or through 
documentation. A few famous persons mentioned bear their actual 
names. All other characters are fictitious, though each of them 
may coincidentally resemble actual people many times over. 

The events which have kept the United Church of Canada in 
turmoil since 1988, and involved the entire nation in the great 
debate about "gay ordination" are worth reporting and analysing 
for contemporaries, as well as for posterity. The author has 
been heavily involved in these events. My thirty-three years in 
the active ministry of the United Church of Canada until my 
retirement in 1989, and my involvement with the Community of 
Concern have given me authentic and valuable insights and 
information, which I have used as a base for this novel. 
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My hope is that the book will shed some light on the 
controversy, and will provide some food for thought in an 
easily-assimilated form. 

The Prologue and Epilogue, of course, are styled after the 
beginning and ending of the Book of Job. 

I am greatly indebted to my wife Lila for making valuable 
contributions and suggestions as well as criticisms, and for 
editing and typing the manuscript. 


Cobalt, Ontario 
December 1, 1989 



PROLOGUE 


The day came when the members of the court of heaven took 
their places in the presence of the LORD, and Satan wa3 there 
among them. The Lord asked him where he had been. 

"I checked out Your soldiers on earth, the mighty army 
which You call the church of Jesus Christ, mine arch rival," he 
replied. 

"Have you ever considered that branch known as the United 
Church of Canada, a real jewel of which I am proud ?" the LORD 
asked him then. 

"I have," replied Satan. 

"There are some minor doctrinal unorthodoxies found in that, 
corner of My vast vineyard," continued the LORD. "They have not 
attained perfection. Yet, there is no other branch of My people 
quite like the United Church of Canada, no, not anywhere on 
Earth. They are ever ready to help the oppressed, to defend the 
least of My Son's brothers and sisters, to preach and teach My 
Word and administer My sacraments, to foster unity and try to 
reverse the proliferation of too many branches on the Church 
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tree - good and faithful servants that they are. Yes, those My 
servants set their faces against all sorts of wrongdoing." 

Satan replied: "I wager that they will, as Your Son put it, 
lose their flavour, and the light they give forth will be 
greatly dimmed, if You just give me permission to infiltrate 
them at all levels, and try to persuade them to accept as moral 
a certain sexual behaviour which You have always declared 
immoral. I wager they will not be faithful to Your Word, but to 
mine . " 

The LORD spoke: "I have confidence in My servants. Go 
then, and put them to the test." 



THE MIRACLE OF VICTORIA 


CHAPTER I 

WINDS OF CHANGE 

On the grey morning of February 2, 1988, Grace Branning, 
minister of St. John's United Church, Oshawa, went through her 
correspondence in the church study, where she spent most weekday 
mornings from nine until noon. She had been called to this 
thriving suburban middle-class congregation two years after her 
ordination, having served her ''rookie'' years in Saskatchewan. 
This was considered by those who knew anything about church 
politics and the still-lingering prejudice against female clergy 
to be a near miracle, and a good deal for Grace. The 
congregation had welcomed her with anticipation and high 
expectations; she had been described by some as "a breath of 
fresh air." She was pastor to more than three hundred members 
and as many adherents, plus the children. This was her third 
month at St. John's. 

At university she had embraced an extreme feminist 
philosophy which deeply affected her religious outlook. She 
found that she could not bring herself to think of God as 
Father. That was sexist. She, together with other likeminded 
theological students of either sex, used to groan audibly 
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whenever some reactionary dared use what became known as the "F 
word" - the familiar address "Father" - when leading in prayer 
at the university chapel services. 

She assiduously avoided this word when praying, and also 
changed Bible readings, substituting "Parent" for "Father", and 
eliminated masculine pronouns when referring to the Deity. Her 
only remaining language problem was with the Lord's Prayer. She 
had not as yet dared to change the opening two words. She 
assumed that this would be going too far and the folk in the pew 
would perhaps not quite be ready for that. 

These were the winds of change in the Church. Perhaps, so 
Grace thought, in another five years or so one could go all the 
way with the reforms and alterations which modern thinking 
required. For too long had the realm of religion been the 
preserve of obscurantists and fundamentalists, even in her own 
denomination, which had always prided itself on being 
progressive and liberal. 

It was time to take a giant leap forward. She knew that 
there had always been a rift, even a great gulf, between the 
pulpit and the pew. In order to preserve peace and harmony in 
the Church - a requirement for every minister, the alleged lack 
of which had cost many a clergy brother or sister their job - 
she would have to walk somewhat slowly. But she would do it, 
with resolution and a progressive, open spirit. She was getting 
ready to move into the twentieth century, and take her 
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congregation along with her. 

Grace was a passionate young woman who had had several 
brief liaisons during her college days while preparing for the 
ministry. These she did not consider in any way contrary to her 
religious beliefs. Having adopted the so-called "situation 
ethics" approach to morality, she sincerely believed that as 
long as there was a true commitment of love, albeit not 
necessarily an ultimate commitment, and as long as nobody got 
hurt in the process, sex was quite all right. As she had once 
said to one of her girlfriends in her freshman year: "I want to 
know what all the fuss is about." 

These sexual encounters had satisfied her physical demands, 
but somehow they never left her with a lasting satisfaction 
until she met Richard, a medical student. Grace had been in her 
last year of university when they met at a pool party thrown by 
one of her friends. Grace and Richard experienced a moment of 
instant recognition. They fell in love, but decided to put off 
any thoughts of marriage until both had finished their 
university education and settled down. Richard held no 
particular religious beliefs, and described himself as an 
open-minded agnostic. He had just over two years left to 
complete his general training. 

Grace took the letters one by one, making notes on each for 
replies or referrals by the secretary who would be in presently. 
Then she saw the letter from Richard, and opened it eagerly. He 
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would plan to open a practice in or near Oshawa where his love 
was a minister (he wrote), so that they could be together. The 
letter was brief. He was coming to see her over the weekend, 
and he loved her very much, and always would. 

Grace smiled a satisfied smile, put the letter in her 
purse, leaned back in her chair and immediately thought about a 
very important matter. This was Tuesday. Richard would come on 
Friday evening. This was the first time he would visit her in 
the manse where she had only lived, herself, for two months. 

She had made the trip to Toronto three times since her 
appointment, and they had always slept together in his tiny 
apartment. But now, where should Richard stay ? In the manse ? 
Folk were still not all that liberated when it came to the 
minister; and a minister's life, even in a big city, was still a 
kind of fishbowl existence, especially where several 
parishioners lived near the manse. Should she have him stay in 
the manse ? Should she sleep with him ? Well, probably no one 
would even notice, or care. Then again, it might be better to 
be safe than sorry ! One could be careful, and park Richard's 
car not exactly in front of the manse. 

The telephone buzzed. It was a colleague in charge of 
preparing the opening devotions of the next Presbytery meeting, 
to be held in St. Luke's, Deep Lake. He asked Grace to take 
about ten minutes and share some thoughts with the presbyters on 
what it means to be inclusive. She consented cheerfully, made 
the note on her calendar, put down the handset, and summoned her 
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secretary to deal with the routine correspondence, and to ask 
her for some background on a local citizens' group. A 
consultation with the Music Committee and two counselling 
appointments would use up the rest of the morning; the afternoon 
would fly by with its burden of hospital and home visits. Grace 
was finding her new post more demanding than her work in 
Saskatchewan; but she also had more help, and she was liking it 
very much. 


"Inclusivity" had become a kind of catchword in the Church. 
There were the women, the children, the visible minorities. All 
must be fully acknowledged as valuable components of the Church. 
There was to be no more discrimination of any kind against 
anybody for any reason. All were to be made welcome in the 
Church. This included homosexuals. They had been vocal in 
their demands, not only to be received into church membership, 
but also into the ordained ministry. As usual, this new 
movement had begun in the United States, and had not taken long 
to reach Canada. 

Yet in spite of intense lobbying south of the border, the 
Churches that dealt with this issue all said "No" to "homosexual 
ordination." In Canada too, in spite of prolonged and 
persistent efforts on the part of the gay and lesbian 
communities, the answer was "No" from those denominations that 
were caught up in the debate. These were the smaller Protestant 
denominations. The Catholics of course did not have to make a 
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decision, as the Pope had already made it for them. His answer 
was also an unequivocal "No." That left the largest Protestant 
denomination, the United Church of Canada. 

This denomination had acquired the reputation of being 
quite liberal and avant-garde since the 1960s, although its 
conservative and traditional basic document, which spelled out 
doctrine and ethics, a document with which each candidate for 
the ministry had to be in essential agreement, remained the 
same . 


However, feminists, gays, and lesbians were determined to 
have things their way in matters of religion. 

It was intolerable for some feminists to continue 
addressing the Deity as •'Father.'' After all, everyone knew that 
fathers could not be trusted. Many women had grown up with 
fathers who not only abused their wives but also sexually 
molested their young daughters. Everybody knew that mothers 
were much more compassionate and loving, and would therefore 
convey a much more appropriate image for the invisible, 
unknowable God. The Bible, of course, claimed that God had made 
Himself known in Jesus Christ. However, since Jesus was male, 
this was no consolation to the radical feminists in the Church. 
Somehow they must get the Church to the point where they would 
either call God "Mother," or else avoid sexist words altogether 
when addressing or speaking about God. 
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This obsession with the "gender" of the Deity became known 
as "using inclusive language" with reference to God. English 
was the one language which lent itself to being manipulated for 
"inclusive" purposes. Other languages which attached different 
genders - masculine, feminine, neuter - to every noun were 
immune to this approach. In French, the other official Canadian 
language, DIEU was always a masculine word. One writer on the 
subject of inclusivity had suggested that rather than use a 
masculine pronoun such as He or Himself when referring to God, 
it would be far better just to repeat "God", or else coin a new 
word, "Godself.” 

Many Christian men and women thought of this whole 
preoccupation as being silly and unacceptable. 

All believers, unless they were hopelessly naive and 
wrapped up in childish notions about God, knew of course that 
the Almighty is neither man nor woman. God is the truly Other 
One, the Universal Spirit, the World Soul, the Infinite Mind. 
However, in grammatical terms, it is necessary to address God as 
a Person; at least, this was always the Christian way of looking 
at the ultimate reality. God had to be either He or She. It 
would not do to address God as a thing, and refer to the Holy 
One as "It." 

The United Church of Canada had already yielded, at its 
highest level of government, to the demands of feminists and 
introduced inclusive language as desirable for use by all its 
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people and, for use by its top officials, committees and 
publications, as mandatory. But the majority of its 
rank-and-file members were aghast at this drastic innovation in 
Church liturgy and parlance. The men were more vocal about it 
than most of the women, who nevertheless could not bring 
themselves to think of God as "Mother." After all, had not 
Jesus taught us to say "Our Father" ? 


Richard Benton arrived at Grace's side door on Friday 
evening. Since he did not wish to call attention to his 
presence, he did not attend church on Sunday, but stayed quietly 
in the manse for two days. He was overjoyed to see Grace, he 
had studying to do, and he was dead for sleep; so he did not 
find the time long. Rather, it was a health-preserving change 
and rest in his strenuous life. 

Richard and Grace had a candlelight dinner in the dignified 
manse dining-room on Sunday evening, just before they had to 
part again. Their conversation centred around the gay issue, 
which had become more prominent in the Church since the Church's 
gay lobby had sent teams around the area churches to address the 
members about the injustice of keeping gays and lesbians out of 
the ministry for an orientation over which they had no control. 

“What exactly is your opinion on homosexuality ?" she 


asked Richard. 
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"Well, most medical people, and especially psychiatrists, 
think of it as something you are born with, or at least as 
something you cannot help having, sort of like being left 
handed. It's no big deal, and in our enlightened society we 
must simply accept differences in sexual orientation." 

"From my reading and my contacts with gays and lesbians at 
university, I would agree with you. However, it is one thing 
for leaders in the Church to take this attitude - most of us 
clergy do - and it is quite another thing to sell this to the 
folk. They tend to be homophobic. They are dead set against 
having homosexuals in the pulpit. It does create a problem. 
Sooner or later, this issue will come to a head. If the General 
Council gives the green light to gays, then we'll have a crisis 
on our hands in the Church." 

"What did the last General Council do about it ?" 

"They said no to the ordination of homosexuals, but 
authorized another study on the subject. We should soon hear 
from the committee." 

"I wonder - are there homosexual ministers who live with 
their partners ?" 

"Oh, yes !" 


"The Church does not consider this as conduct unbecoming a 
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minister ? The parishoners do not object ?" 

"Well, some congregations are more broadminded than others. 
Out west, there are gay couples and lesbian couples who live 
together in manses, and seem to get away with it. As for the 
Church, the last General Council passed a motion commending gay 
and lesbian ministers for the splendid work many of them are 
doing. So I guess it is implicitly understood that their way of 
life is OK." 


"Uh-huh. What's for dessert ?" 

"A surprise ! " 

Deftly removing the plates, Grace vanished into the 
kitchen, soon returned, and placed two dessert dishes on the 
table, one with a vast amount of vanilla ice cream and 
raspberries for Richard, as he could never get enough of it, the 
other, a smaller portion for herself. As Richard gallantly 
re-seated her, she said as a kind of afterthought: 

"I have heard that some homosexuals go through a kind of 
marriage ceremony. This is not encouraged by the Church, but 
there are several of my colleagues who have said that they would 
perform such ceremonies. Of course, in the Metropolitan 
Community Churches, you know, the ones especially set up for 
gays and lesbians, they do this sort of thing routinely." 
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"Well, well; I am not much of a churchgoer. But if I were, 
I don't know whether I would approve of that, even though I am 
not a bigot when it comes to homosexuals - but marriage 
ceremonies?" He shook his head. 

They finished their dessert, and leaving the things on the 
table, retreated to the bedroom for one more delicious and 
prolonged session of lovemaking. This one, they knew, would be 
the last for a couple of weeks. Afterward, as they sleepily 
lingered in each other's arms, savouring the afterglow, Richard 
mused: 


"Supposing Mr 8. Grundy did find out about us; what could 
they do ? After all, if it is all right for homosexual 
ministers to sleep with their lovers - and, by definition, 
they are not married, no matter what kind of ceremony they 
undergo - then it must be all right for heterosexuals to do 
the same. I mean, after all, they cannot discriminate against 
the likes of us and let the gays do their thing." 

Grace giggled, then sobered. She sat up. 

"Don't forget that some congregations would not put up with 
their minister going to bed with a homosexual partner, and they 
wouldn't accept a heterosexual relationship, either. And some 
congregations couldn't care less. I don't know yet about this 
one ! " 
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He eased her neat blonde head back onto the pillow, and 
looked into her eyes. They were sea-green; he had never seen 
their like. "Maybe we could stop worrying about this if we were 
to get married." 

"Married ? Well, you never asked me in so many words, but 
of course we know we'll get married sometime." She smiled up at 
him. "I'd love to." 

"Perhaps sooner than later ?" 

"I wouldn't mind." 

"Yes, then I wouldn't have to park my car two streets 
away. " 


They got out of bed. Grace pulled on a pink peignoire; 
Richard put his clothes back on. Another lingering soul kiss, 
and Richard took his bag, left his love, and headed back to 
Toronto . 


That same evening, in the parlour of a large United Church 
in Toronto, a meeting was in progress. It was the local chapter 
of the Church homosexual lobby, holding one of their regular 
meetings. Fifty-five men and women, in nearly equal numbers, 
were there to advance their cause. Other such chapters were 
organized right across the Church, across the country, more so 
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in the west than in the east. 

Having lost at previous meetings of the General Council of 
the Church, they were determined to spare no possible effort to 
win at the upcoming session. They had less than six months to 
go. Theirs, they believed, was a just cause. They felt they 
could not help themselves when it came to their sexual 
orientation. Most males had had sexual affairs with several 
partners; most of the women had stuck to one or two partners. 
Some of those who attended were there with their lovers; others 
had come alone. 

The Rev. Ken Morley was their unofficial leader. He was a 
United Church clergyman who had a homosexual lover. Ken was 
addressing the group. 

"Let me bring you up to date as to what is happening at 
Church headquarters. As you know, we have always had a great 
deal of support and sympathy there. Much of the staff at Church 
House as well as many prominent ministers in the Toronto area 
are on our side. That makes sense, as Toronto Conference has 
been ordaining gays and lesbians for some time now. We can 
count on the brass at Church House to go to bat for us in any 
way they can; that is not a problem. The problem lies with the 
lay delegates who will vote on this in less than six months, if 
there is going to be another vote - and I assure you, there 
will be another vote. I know that the committee which is 
working on the new report is almost one hundred percent with us. 
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And it is a safe bet that they will recommend for gay 
ordination. " 

"How did we manage that ?" asked one of the women. 

"Simple. What happened was this: Each of the twelve 
conferences was asked to submit some names to Headquarters, 
where the final selection for the committee would be made. We 
are lucky to have our friends right up there in most Conference 
positions. They believe in our cause, even though many of them 
are of course heterosexual. They submitted the right names; and 
our friends in Toronto made sure that only the right people were 
chosen. " 


"But," interjected another, "isn't this too obvious ?“ 

"Well - perhaps. But then, all is fair in love and war, 
and this is war. Society - and society includes the Church - 
has persecuted and suppressed us long enough. We are striking 
back any way we can. Of course, our friends made sure that 
there is at least one, or maybe there are two token 
traditionalists on the committee. After all, it wouldn't be 
fair for us to have it all, eh !" 

There was a round of chuckling. 

"We have to be careful of the lay folk, though. They are 
the ones who will have the decisive voting strength. The clergy 
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are mostly going to vote for us. So, we must launch, at once, a 
concentrated educational campaign. In fact, we have already 
done this. We are touring the country, talking to small groups 
in church basements, that sort of thing. But we must do more. 

I suggest we start, right now, to finalize our plans for the 
General Council in August. We'll have to label the others as 
rednecks and bigots - which they are. We must persuade the 
delegates that this is a justice issue - which it is. We must 
have our troops ready. We must plan every move and leave 
nothing to chance, and we shall win !" 

"How ?" 

"Well, we must circulate some educational material to every 
delegate. We must get many prominent Church people to sign a 
statement backing us up, perhaps print it in the Church paper. 

We must field our most eloquent speakers at the General Council. 
We must have an information booth and try to make as many 
individual contacts as we can. Let's be positive. We'll win 
this time ! " 

"What kind of help can we expect from headquarters ?" 

"I happen to know that they will go overboard helping us. 
They will put a couple of us on the Sessional Committee which 
will draft the initial resolution - I mean, just two of us, 
not members of the Committee - just two people to tell them 
the facts. This is sort of unique." 
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"What about the ex-gays ? Would the Committee not expect 
two of them also to be available ?" 

"Well, I don't know. After all, we are still months away 
from General Council. But I don't think that our friends in 
Toronto would push that. They have said that this issue is one 
whose time has come." 

For another hour they talked strategy, swapped stories and 
experiences, had coffee and cake, and adjourned. 

It was to be war; they knew that. None of them realized 
what kind of war it would be. They were prepared to accept a 
certain amount of deunage, as every war has damage in its wake. 
They expected vigorous opposition, but assumed that in the end, 
the wounds would be healed and life in the Church would go on as 
before, only much better than before. 

The main thing was to have the jump on the opposition, 
always to be one step ahead of them. They knew that their main 
opponents were to be found in the Reform Fellowship, a 
conservative ginger group which numerically did not amount to 
much. They were not afraid of their particular impact. The 
silent majority out there, though, that was something to be wary 
of. 


Gay and lesbian brothers and sisters had all but won the 
battle in the political arena. They had not done so well in the 
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religious field. Many of them were of a religious disposition, 
and they wanted their place in the sun. It had been a long 
struggle, spanning almost a decade, since the first 
self-declared lesbian had applied for ordination - and was 
turned down. Now they could smell victory. One final push, and 
it would be theirs. The United Church of Canada must be won 
over to their cause. This was the mood of the homosexual lobby 
in the Church in February of 1988. 


The great majority of ordinary United Church members all 
but ignored this issue. Every time somebody wanted to bring it 
up for discussion, they refused to talk about it. Many even 
quoted St. Paul, who wrote that there are certain horrible and 
disgusting matters which should not even be discussed by the 
saints. Homosexuality was certainly one of those; in fact, did 
not St. Paul have it in mind when he wrote what he wrote ? 
Headquarters had sent out study kits and papers to be considered 
by the folk in the pews; but they mostly ignored those, too. 

The folk sincerely believed that this was just a passing phase, 
one of those questionable causes the Church had become famous 
for. There was always some issue or other that the brass wanted 
to foist on the folk and get them all stirred up about. 

If it was not some boycott somewhere, or some apology to a 
visible minority group for alleged injustices committed against 
them - a request which left most members cold, as they had 
never been guilty of committing same - then it was a pro-Arab 
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stance and a subtle anti-Israeli bias, or a casual approach to 
abortion, or a demand that United Church folk stop playing Bingo 
or raffling off quilts, as that is the worst kind of 
debilitating behaviour - gambling - unbecoming to members of 
the United Church. Most of the members ignored most of that. 
This latest flap was again one of those crazy things that the 
hierarchy was always pushing, through Church publications and 
other PR means. It would blow over, and had best be ignored. 

One was used to strange stuff coming from Toronto. One 
multiple-point parish minister, despairing of time to read all 
of the material from Head Office, described it as "arriving 
daily by the wastepaper-basketful . " 

Granted, this was stranger than anything that had been 
disseminated before. Why would the Church want to ordain 
homosexuals ? But then, many elderly parishioners, the 
proverbial little old ladies of the Church, the steadfast 
pillars that a preacher can depend on and who, unless they are 
sick or out of town, are always in their pews on Sunday, these 
dears (at least, many or most of them) did not really know what 
a homosexual did. 

They had a kind of notion that lesbians liked the company 
of other women, that they cuddled and kissed. Well, so what ? 
After all, women kiss their lady friends and hug them when 
meeting or parting. Lesbians simply go a little bit farther in 
hugging, kissing and cuddling. As for homosexual men, well, 
they did not really know too much about what they do; but again, 
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it cannot be all that much different from what the women do. 
Does not Castro hug and kiss his Russian counterpart when they 
meet ? Does not Arafat do this when meeting his friends ? Men 
in the west don't do that; but if they did, and if that makes 
them homosexuals, what is all the fuss about ? 

While the Church members, and some of the clergy too, were 
asleep concerning this issue, the homosexual lobby was getting 
ready for the final battle, which they aimed to win. 
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CHAPTER II 


JOHN GRAHAM 


The Rev. John Graham was in his late fifties. He was of 
above average height; his brown hair was just showing a touch of 
gray. When he stood in the pulpit he cut an imposing figure; 
his brown eyes could alternately light up in humour, or sparkle 
in indignation. His even facial features were indicative of an 
inner beauty and equanimity. His mental equilibrium could only 
rarely be disturbed; but then, when he did become agitated, he 
could be quite belligerent and vociferous in his bearing and 
tone. 


He was married to a petite woman, five years his junior. 
JoAnn and John had been wife and husband for over thirty years. 
They were different in many ways, not only with respect to their 
physical features - he was tall, she, small - but also in 
their dispositions. She was ever quiet and gentle, while he 
could be outright vituperative when he thought that such 
sentiments were justified. 

Graham was a strange amalgam when it came to his theology. 
He had studied under the great Karl Barth in Basel, and had 
absorbed much of what became known as Neo-Orthodoxy. Yet he 
preserved an independent mind on things theological, not fitting 
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into any particular mould. He was fairly liberal in many ways, 
social, political and, in some respects, even theological. He 
flirted with the idea of reincarnation, and believed in UFOs. 

He saw some merit in the “New Age" teachings. On balance, 
though, he would have to be called a conservative. He had no 
problem with the Apostles' Creed because he accepted a 
trinitarian concept of the Almighty. His blood pressure rose 
whenever some of his more radical brothers or sisters referred 
to Christ as "Child", the Father as "Parent" or the Holy Spirit 
as "She." 

He was a dedicated pastor and a consummate preacher. He 
knew that his Church was in trouble and had been heading in the 
wrong direction for some time. Back to the Bible ! This was 
one of his great concerns. He could not be called a 
fundamentalist by any stretch of the imagination - no 
fundamentalist believed in reincarnation - but he once said to 
a friend that he would rather be called a fundamentalist, than 
be in any way associated with these new radicals and feminists 
who were subverting the Church from within. He took a dim view 
of the "Lib chicks" and their radical male colleagues who were, 
as one writer had put it, drilling holes into the bottom of the 
good ship "United" ; and there were more of those being ordained 
every year . 

JoAnn had once said to him (she shared his views up to a 
point) that perhaps it was a mistake to ordain women, since they 
are causing so much trouble in the Church. A friend who had 
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trained in the West and served churches there told him that most 
female candidates for the ministry at his theological school 
were lesbians, to the point where it was impossible for him to 
find a ''date , ‘ for any of the social functions there. 

All this bore down very hard on John's mental equilibrium. 
He loved his Church, and became more and more agitated as he 
contemplated its state. 

On an evening in early February, he sat in his study at 
home thinking about all this. He lit his pipe; and as his eyes 
followed the rings of smoke ascending toward the shell-coloured 
ceiling, he found himself in a mood of quiet desperation. 
Something had to be done. But what ? He picked up the phone 
and dialed the number of his good friend Bob Frost, who served 
one of the prestige churches in Niagara Falls. 

"Hi, Bob, how are you ? I just had to talk to you. I feel 
blue . " 


"What is it, John ?" 

"Oh, you know, the state of the Church, and all that. Any 
day now they'll release the report on gay rights, and then what 
are we going to do ?" 

"You don't really believe that they are going to recommend 


gay ordination ?!" 
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"Well, I don't know. I have these bad vibes. Sometimes it 
just sort of hits me. What if they do ?" 

"Come on, John, they won't. I know one of the committee 
members who is on our side - about the only one who is - and 
he told me that the mail they are getting is just about one 
hundred percent against gay ordination." 

"That figures. But then, what do they care ? You know 
ours is not a democratic Church that must listen to the grass 
roots. They can do any damn thing they like." 

"I would not get so upset if I were you. I bet that 
nothing will come of this. All other churches dealing with it 
turned thumbs down . We can ' t be that stupid . " 

"I hope you are right. Bob. And how is Lorna ?" 

"She is just fine. Here, I'll let you talk to her." 

John talked to Bob's wife for another minute, and then hung 

to 

ft * 

up. It was height in the evening; time to call it a day. He had 
been working since nine in the morning. There had been a round 
of hospital visits, then a funeral in the afternoon. For once, 
there was no Board meeting, committee, or class in the evening. 


He slowly rose from his desk chair, knocked out his pipe. 
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and went along the hall to the living room, where JoAnn was 
watching television with Brandy at her feet. It was not his 
favourite program, so he picked up a magazine and leafed through 
it. Brandy came over to him, her plumed tail waving gently, her 
collie face smiling. John fondled her ears, and she curled up 
beside his chair. Ten minutes later Jo turned the set off and 
said: 


"Well, John. Finished for the day ? How did it go ?" 

"Oh, so-so. An average day." He shrugged, and rubbed his 
chin. "But I am worried about the homosexual thing. If they 
pass that, it will hit our congregation like a ton of wet 
cement. They will probably not even stay in the denomination." 

"Urn. You think so ? Maybe ! But isn't it too early to 
tell ? Anyway, do you think there's even a tiny chance that it 
will be passed ? The Church can't be that stupid." 

"Jo, I hope you're right. Oh, how I hope. But don't 
underestimate those damned homosexuals, and their friends in 
high places." 

"Are they really damned ?" 

"I am not their judge. But as far as I'm concerned, they 
are causing so much trouble that the word damned is in order." 
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Jo knew his moods very well. This mood, which she had 
privately catalogued as "Thundercloud," she recognized at once. 
The balance of John's "free evening" lay before them, and she 
did not intend that "Thundercloud" should mar the pleasure of 
each other's company. They had little enough of that for ten 
months of the year. 

"Uh-huh. Well, hell and damnation ! I would like to play 
a game of chess. Are you up to it, Mr. Graham ?" she teased, 
smiling. 

"Am I up to it ! It's a great idea. Let's use the new set 
that Elsa brought us from Mexico ! " 

After the game (which John won with a totally withering 
attack), they gave the 10 o'clock news a miss, and went to bed, 
where they enjoyed each other's company even more. 


Harry East - The Rev. Dr. Henry East - was the chairman 
of the Presbytery whose bounds included Oshawa, Deep Lake and 
the territory between. He was a quiet booster and promoter of 
Inclusive Language and all the other unconventional causes in 
the Church which were most often wholeheartedly espoused by the 
clergy and skeptically regarded or outright rejected by the lay 


folk. 
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It was the custom for the chairman and the secretary of 
that Presbytery to draft the agenda for the meetings. The 
secretary, a middle-aged lay woman, was reasonably efficient, 
(although she was an oldfashioned traditionalist), and Harry 
usually got along with her. It was also the custom for the 
minister of the host church to lead the opening worship. For 
the upcoming meeting in Deep Lake, however, Harry was determined 
that a definitive statement about inclusive language must be 
made in the opening moments of the meeting. So he had advised 
John Graham that he, Harry, would look after the opening 
worship, and then had arranged for Grace Branning, that most 
militant of feminists, to speak. He was sure that Grace would 
enlighten even the most recalcitrant presbyters, and settle once 
and for all the dissension and controversy surrounding this 
topic. To the Secretary he said nothing. So it was a very 
surprised Secretary of Presbytery who saw Harry East stand in 
John Graham's pulpit and introduce Grace Branning. 

Grace opened with a prayer which began, "Our Father and 
Mother God." (Next time, Grace thought, I will reverse this to 
"Our Mother and Father God.") 

Some members of Presbytery were taken aback when they heard 
this and felt in no mood to follow her prayer. When in the 
middle of the prayer she referred to the Holy Spirit as "It," 
the Rev. John Graham got up and left the sanctuary. He would 
not be present when the Lord God was addressed by means of 
idolatrous language. God is Father and God is He, he said to 
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himself, and anything else is heresy and I won't have any part 
in it. 

So, he left and went out for a smoke, a habit he was 
determined to break - one of these days - as he always said. 
He had been a pack-a-day man. Now he was down to about three 
cigarettes a day, sometimes puffing on a pipe instead. His 
mentor, Karl Barth, famous theologian, had, after all, been an 
inveterate pipe smoker. 

It was a good thing he left, for had he heard what Grace 
came up with next, he would have probably reacted more 
determinedly than just walking out. 

Grace began by suggesting that for thousands of years the 
Church and before that the Bible itself had but a partial idea 
of what God is like. The great truth that God is both Father 
and Mother was cleverly ignored and hidden by male-dominated 
Israel and then later by the Church. The priests and the clergy 
of all denominations, all being male, created God in their male 
image, and this was wrong. It was time the true image of God 
was restored and, yes, perhaps the Church should listen to what 
the ancients had to say about Isis and Aphrodite and other 
feminine gods. Yes, it was time to come Home to our Mother, the 
True God. Then she continued: 

"As I drove into the parking lot this morning, the divine 
Presence whispered to me: 'Go and tell them about us - about 



28 


you, Grace, and Me. They don't know about us, at least they 
don't know about Me, so tell them.' 

"So here I am telling you about God. Not the God Jehovah, 
not the KING, the LORD, but simply God. God is always the 
same. God does not change God's mind. God is Father and Mother 
to us all. Praise be to God. God will always be the Presence in 
our lives. God will give us God's blessing now, and forever. 
Amen . " 


There was silence. One of the presbyters who had majored 
in English thought that the language he had just heard left 
something to be desired, and then it occurred to him: People 
like Grace refuse to use masculine pronouns when referring to 
God. Some clergy and lay feminists smiled and were satisfied 
with what they had heard, but many more presbyters were puzzled, 
and some were shocked. 

When John Graham returned, the Presbytery had begun 
debating items of business. Nothing was said during the meeting 
about Grace Branning's homily. After all, inclusive language 
had been recommended by General Council. There was plenty of 
talk about it in the corridors and washrooms afterward, but no 
resolutions of dissent were raised on the floor. Even the 
Secretary of Presbytery, too shocked for words, said nothing. 

But she gave notice to the Nominating Committee that when her 
term was up in June, she would not accept nomination for 


re-election. 
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Harry East was pleased. 


Dodging the traffic, John Graham crossed Avenue Road, 
having spent an hour in the Royal Ontario Museum, and walked 
through the entrance of Emmanuel College, from which he had 
graduated many years ago, and which he always loved to visit, 
every chance he got. He planned to check out the library, have 
a chat with some of the professors, maybe talk to a couple of 
students about their view of things. He had to spend two days 
in the city, attending the annual meeting of a Church Division 
at Church House. The meeting did not start until two in the 
afternoon; so he would spend some time at Emmanuel, maybe have a 
quick lunch at Burwash Hall, then drive north to St. Clair 
Avenue, and park at United Church House, the nerve centre of the 
United Church of Canada. 

John had become more and more disillusioned about the state 
of theological education. Standards had progressively been 
lowered for some time now. Biblical languages were hardly 
demanded any more, and the kind of theology that was dear to his 
heart was not taught any longer at Emmanuel except by one lone 
professor, who was neither particularly appreciated by most 
students, nor by the rest of the staff. 

At one time, this had been the bastion of good, solid 
conservative theology, at least as much as one could expect in 
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the United Church, which had always had a strong liberal 
component; but not any more. 

This was a time of interfaith dialogue and a kind of 
Unitarian approach to the things of God. One of the female 
students, about to graduate that spring, exhibited her disgust 
and hostility when John mentioned the name of Karl Barth to her. 

She pretended to throw up. This was the New Age, she said, and 
one had to seriously appreciate contributions by Native 
spirituality and all the other religions, inasmuch as they had 
valuable insights; yes, and even witchcraft had its contribution 
to make. The feminine face of God must be sought; Karl Barth, 
Brunner, and similar voices from the past were just that - 
voices from the past, which were no longer relevant. 

John was aghast; he shuddered in his soul. This student 
would stand in a pulpit in less than four months. What was 
going on ? 

He also heard, when talking with one of his professor 
friends, that there was a gay and lesbian caucus of theological 
students, who held regular meetings and were quite open about 
their homosexual orientation. They fully expected the Church to 
give them the green light for ordination. Most of the 
professors sanctioned their lifestyle. 

As he strolled through the library, John saw a candidate 
for the ministry who was a member of a church in a small town 
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near Deep Lake. John had made his acquaintance in connection 
with his work in Presbytery, where students were examined and 
processed. The student was in his third and final year. John 
went to his desk and whispered: 

"Walter, how are you ? I would like to talk to you for a 
minute. Can you come outside ?" Walter nodded, rose and walked 
toward the door. Together they entered the corridor. 

"I am anxious," said John, "to find out what is going on 
around here, and how you students react towards the issue of 
homosexuals being ordained." 

"Well !” Walter paused for a moment, scratched his chin, 
shook his head, and continued, "Well, I tell you, many students 
and professors are into this gay thing. Those of us who are 
against it - and I am - are getting to be in the minority. 
Oh, some of us don't like it, but we are considered to be out of 
step and out of touch with the times. 

"The top people here and at Headquarters have said for 
years that it is just a matter of time and we'll have gays and 
lesbians in the pulpits. Of course, we have them already 
anyway. It simply is a matter of making official what is 
unofficial . " 

"Hm. I take it, then, that the emphasis here is on 
downgrading the authority of the Bible ! " 
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"You can say that again ! " agreed Walter. "There are 
professors who openly boast that their main objective is to get 
Jesus out of religion, so we can all sit down with the Muslims, 
Hindus and other assorted religionists, and dialogue, and have 
interfaith fellowship without Jesus getting in the way. The 
Jews and the Muslims don't particularly like us spouting about 
Jesus being the only way to God and so on. You know !" 

"Yah, I know. But I am shocked to hear this." 

"It's the truth ! I have had an interview with a 
Presbytery committee here, the annual ritual, you know. Keeping 
in touch with the candidates. My own Presbytery, our 
Presbytery, didn't get around to it, so they asked a local 
Presbytery here to do their work for them. They sat around a 
table and badgered me. They were all liberals, and worse. They 
wanted to know whether I would be preaching every Sunday from 
the Bible, and I said yes, of course. They repeated, asking: 
Every Sunday ? One said: Every bloody Sunday ? I said. Yes." 

"What the hell ..." 

"That's nothing. I was called into the office of three of 
my professors. They had a talk with me about my conservative 
theology. How quaint and out of touch I am. How it might be 
difficult for me to function in the Church unless I get with it. 

You dare not call God Father, you know. Unless you use 
inclusive language in your papers you risk getting poor marks. 
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It's a vicious kind of theological dictatorship.” 

"That's incredible ! I had no idea." 

"I don't see how I can go through with this. I may have to 
switch to another denomination. Many of the more conservative 
students are thinking about doing the same. The joke is that 
the Church still demands essential agreement with the basic 
statement of faith, which is terribly conservative." 

"I'd better let you go back to your books. Thanks for 
talking to me, Walter. God bless you." 

The two men shook hands, and said goodbye. 

John had always appreciated the absence of a strict rule of 
conformity in his denomination. This gave him the space he 
needed to think through and decide theological issues according 
to his lights. He was, and most of the members and clergy were, 
loath to toe an ecclesiastical party line. Still, there were 
certain parameters which had to be observed; to ignore them was 
to risk having the Church become heretical. 

These parameters had now been reached, and stepped over, he 
thought. The professors especially, whose teachings would be 
crucial for the future stance of new ordinands, had become quite 
radical in their thinking. The original Basis of Church Union, 
which was the official Statement of Faith of the denomination. 
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being quite conservative and evangelical, had become an 
embarrassment to the establishment and was all but ignored, and 
even contradicted. The Articles of Faith were not taught any 
more in any meaningful fashion. 

There was an element of intolerance on the part of the new 
thinkers, both professors and students, towards their more 
conservative students and fellow classmates, which made life for 
many difficult, if not intolerable. They became the butt of 
jokes and sometimes derision. They could not really divulge 
their convictions on exam papers for fear of losing marks, or 
worse . 

The accepted theology was a kind of nondescript religion 
which saw nothing unique in Christ, and did not accept His 
atoning work of salvation in any traditional way. Religion was 
a vague kind of feeling of dependence on a higher power - a 
kind of resurrected theology of Friedrich Schleiermacher , who 
had propounded this decades ago, but without the Christological 
emphasis he still had. Religion was to have an ultimate concern 
for the highest values, for the plight of suffering humankind. 
Religion was to be just and merciful, even though the 
denomination was not always just to its own clergy, as the cases 
dragged through the courts had amply demonstrated. As for 
walking humbly with one's God - the way the prophet Micah 
summed it all up - the concept of God had become so vague and 
fuzzy that it was barely distinguishable from atheism. 
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The orthodox trinitarian God of Karl Barth, for instance, 
had become nothing more to these new theologians than the 
ultimate concern of love, or something like that. Atheists who 
dispensed with the Word of God had been acclaimed as actually 
being more honest than professed believers, especially in the 
theological profession. 

The folk in the pews either were ignorant of all these 
developments, or if they had become cognizant of them found them 
abhorrent, acutely noticing the great chasm existing between 
their clergy and themselves. It was the sort of thing C. S. 
Lewis had written about in the first half of the century, when 
all this was becoming an issue already. It had now become 
aggravated and intensified to the point where yesteryear's 
liberals - preachers and writers like Harry Emerson Fosdick - 
would have to be considered conservatives today. 

Having spent close to an hour in the "ivy-covered halls," 
John decided to go for lunch, although he had lost his appetite. 

The Church is leaping headlong into an abyss of 
neo-paganism, John thought. Is there no way to stop this free 
fall ? he wondered. Just about every professor, so he was 
told, was in favour of ordaining homosexuals. 

This was the fountainhead, and it was spewing poison. What 
could be expected down the stream ? 
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The sun broke through the clouds; a warm south wind gently- 
announced the soon arrival of spring. Would there be, he 
wondered, a new spring for the Church, or would the chilly winds 
of radicalism and neo-paganism keep on blowing and cutting 
painfully into the sensitive areas of the people of God ? 

He glanced at the old and new Victoria Colleges as he 
headed for Burwash Hall. Many years ago he had studied here. 

His teachers of then were all gone. He had appreciated them. 

His second year of theology had been in Switzerland, with Karl 
Barth. The Church was different in those days, quite different. 
There was growth and a solid witness for the verities of the 
Christian faith. There was no question of the position and 
importance of Jesus Christ. Now the Sunday Schools were 
shrinking, membership was dropping, congregations were closing 
their doors. The Church was different. 

He had reached the dining hall. He ate alone, as he did 
not recognize anybody there. Then he left for Church House. 

Arriving, he found he had a few minutes to spare, so he 
browsed through a book or two in the Book Room, but did not buy 
any. Then he took the elevator to the top floor where the 
meeting was to be held. 

As he walked along the corridor he noticed, on a bulletin 
board, a poster. He could not believe his eyes, and read it 
again. It was an invitation to the employees at Church House to 
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attend a workshop on "The Feminine Face of God" in Rochester, 

New York. For one hundred dollars U.S., one could learn all 
about Aphrodite, Astarte and Isis, and get a new feminist 
perspective on things theological. Financial assistance from 
Church funds would be available, if required. 

Stunned, he walked into the conference room where some of 
his colleagues had already gathered. He could not concentrate 
too well on the business at hand, once the meeting was called to 
order. That poster became an obsession with him. Had things 
deteriorated to this level already ? Was this the beginning of 
the end ? There had been talk about Church House being taken 
over by radical feminists and gay sympathizers. He had not 
believed it, but now he began to wonder. Possibly the dry rot, 
as he thought of it in his troubled soul, had worked itself into 
the fabric of the Church deeper than anyone suspected. 

That evening after the meeting had adjourned for the day, 
he picked up, from a rack near the elevator, a magazine issued 
by the Church for women, which he had not seen before, and the 
quarterly for leaders of adults. He leafed through them while 
he waited with some colleagues for the elevator. His eyes fell 
on an item which he immediately read, almost missing the 
elevator in his exasperation and indignation. 

"Through the twilight hours, at the United Church seminary 
in Toronto, sixty women came together to pray, eat, sing, dance, 
talk and listen to one another", the article began. Nice 
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gathering, thought John. But - 

It was a Jewish seder supper, and the women were Buddhist, 
Hindu, Sikh, Baha'i, Islamic, Native North American, Wicca (the 
Goddess), Christian, Taoist and Jewish. They had come from 
practically all over the world - from all continents - for a 
global conference of women in interfaith dialogue. The United 
Church of Canada, the Ecumenical Forum and the Toronto School of 
Theology were all actively promoting interfaith dialogue. 

“Several meals, all of them vegetarian, were eaten in the 
garden, a quiet place where the sculpture "Crucified Woman" 
stands. Each day the women could participate in, or just 
observe ritual acts as varied as the Hindu puja, Muslim prayer, 
Buddhist meditation, Christian worship and a Jewish Sabbath 
meal. " 


"What ever happened to Christ being the one way to God" ? 
John asked himself. 

He stepped off the elevator at the ground floor, sat on a 
bench there, and read some more. There was an article by a 
clergyman, arguing that one must be ready to accept feminine 
images, words and concepts for God; after all, in the Bible 
itself, such words and concepts are used. The Hebrew word EZER, 
which is sometimes applied to God, is a feminine word in Hebrew 
(the author wrote), the same word that is applied to Eve in her 
relationship to Adam, as helper. 
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John knew at once that this argument was both silly and, in 
fact, wrong. EZER was not a feminine word - the United Church 
establishment's scholarship left much to be desired - and even 
if it were, genders of nouns prove nothing. "Spirit" is neuter 
in English and Greek, he said to himself, masculine in Latin and 
German, and feminine in Hebrew. "Sun" is masculine in Latin, 
feminine in German. 

He put the magazines in his briefcase, stood, and walked 
slowly toward the Chapel. He needed to sit down for a few quiet 
minutes, close his eyes, pray and meditate. 

They had services in there for the staff. John wondered 
what kind of God was worshiped in that sanctuary. Was the 
Father of Jesus Christ worshiped, or some idol, an unknown god, 
that might as well be called Vishnu, Wicca or Brahma ? 

The ancient - and not so ancient - pagan deities often 
had sexual orgies accompanying the worship of their devotees. 
There were fertility rites and other libertine expressions of 
human sexuality. Was what the Church was now contemplating - 
to open up sex to other outlets apart from marriage, diverse 
expressions, was this just a logical extension of this new 
perverse theology ? 

He entered the Chapel and sat down in the back pew. Huge 
banners decorated the wall on one side, one banner for each of 
the founding denominations, and a last one proclaiming "We Are 
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One in the Lord." Were they really one ? 

John thought about the future of this great Church, the 
Church of Wesley, Calvin and Browne. Was this the beginning of 
the end ? He closed his eyes, and went into a deep meditation. 
He needed to contact the Eternal within his own soul. He needed 
to pray. 

When he had finished his quiet time he rose and went into 
the lobby. As he left Church House by the door to the parking 
lot, he mumbled to himself: 

"Isis, Aphrodite, my ass ! They'll have another thin^ or 
two coming, if I can help it." 

He had arranged to spend the night at the home of two close 
friends of his, Doris and Gene. They lived towards the west end 
of the city and were expecting him. They went back a long way. 
John and Gene had graduated together from Victoria. Gene had 
gone on to law school and had become a well-established 
attorney. When in his early thirties he married one of his 
colleagues, he had made the best possible choice any man could 
make of a marriage partner. Doris was a brilliant lawyer four 
years older than Gene. She turned out to be a wife and mother 
who was, as the Bible says, a rare find. Their son and daughter 
had left home years ago, and they lived alone in a sprawling 


mansion. 



41 


John was looking forward to spending the evening with them 
They were members of the United Church, although not very 
active ones. Their religion was kind of nondescript - they 
believed in a higher power, and had much respect for Christ and 
looked at Him as a teacher and model; but they had many doubts 
about immortality and other points of doctrine. 

John drove his Honda up their long, shrubbery- lined 
driveway, parked to one side, took his bag and walked up the 
front steps to the ornate entrance. He rang the bell. Doris 
opened, and they hugged and kissed. At one time kissing one's 
female friend like this would have been tabu, but times had 
changed. John always looked forward to having Doris gently 
press her sensuous lips against his and giving him that little 
hug and squeeze which was the token of a true affection. This 
only happened two or three times a year. 

"You look good ! " Doris stepped back and looked him over 

"You don't look so bad yourself !" 

"Come on in. Gene will be here in a little while. He had 
to see a client on short notice. You know where to hang your 
coat. How about a drink ?" 

"O.K., thanks." He sank into one of the extra-soft easy 
chairs in the living room, while Doris busied herself at the 


adjoining bar. 
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She brought a tray with two heavy crystal wineglasses and a 
bottle of Blue Nun already chilled, seated herself across from 
him, and poured. She removed the lid of a dish of nuts and 
little cocktail biscuits, saying, "I remembered what you like, 
and that you don't drink without nibbling !" 

The glasses stood on the heavy tesselated coffee table 
between them. John now noticed a book lying there, with the 
title "Time for Consent - A Christian's Approach to 
Homosexuality." He picked it up, never having read it, although 
he had heard of it. 

"So ! You are getting into the spirit of the great debate 
too ! " he said whimsically. 

"What great debate ? There is the odd rumbling, but we 
have not yet heard the real barrage. I figure that will come 
soon. We were asked by one of our church committees, who are 
studying this thing, to give a lecture on the legal aspects of 
being lesbian or gay. So Gene and I went and told them what we 
know. This book is very understanding of the gay community." 

"So I heard." 

"My goodness, everybody is getting into the act these days 
on this homosexual thing. They are really pushing it. They 
want to get the same privileges as married couples when it comes 
to income tax returns and things like that - also the adopting 
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of children." 

"I know. Come to think of it, you and I, and Gene for that 
matter, never really talked about this business. Back in our 
college days there were a few queers, and we all stayed clear of 
them. Now you cannot even use that word any more, and it is 
supposed to be such a beautiful and loving experience and 
lifestyle. And oh, how artistic they are, and what 
contributions they have made for millenia to the arts and 
sciences. I say: Bullshit ! " 

"No, we never talked about it. It was never in the air, 
like now." Doris paused for a moment and took a sip of wine. 

She sat up straight and brushed back a strand of her Jet-black 
hair which had fallen over her forehead. She looked John in the 
eyes and said, "You do not know, then, that I am an 
ex-lesbian. " 

John winced. He could not say anything for several 
moments. It was not that he considered homosexuals as pariahs. 
After all, he had to deal with and counsel them now and again. 
But he was uncomfortable in their presence, and now, one of his 
best friends was confessing to have been one - it was just so 
unexpected. He stared at her. He could see her in bed with 
another woman instead of with Gene, engaging in all sorts of... 
But then it hit him. This is all in the past. Doris is happily 
married; and the way she always kisses me... 
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Aloud he said, "Well, no, I never knew that." He took a 
sip of wine. "Do you want to tell me about it ? Obviously, you 
got over it. This is something worth knowing ! There are those 
who say you can't ever get over it." 

"Sure, I don't mind," Doris said. "I started when I was 
about five. I somehow was always attracted to girls, all during 
my childhood and right into my teens. To make a long story 
short, my roommate at college was also a lesbian, and we had the 
perfect setup. We really fell in love, and we expressed this 
love through sex, the way women do it. 

"After we graduated, we stayed together, in an apartment. 
She trained as a teacher, I as a lawyer. Even after we started 
teaching and practicing law, we still lived together. I was 
about twenty-eight when I felt the need to think about religious 
things. I started going to church. Not she, though. 

"Well, I am not, as you know, all that religious. Still, I 
am a believer, and not an agnostic. Anyway, I don't know 
exactly what did it, but I began to have doubts about my life 
style. I had also started reading the Bible. I read it 
through; it took me over a year. Somehow, I came to the 
conclusion that God did not want me to be like that. Also, I 
did feel like becoming a mother some day. I love children, 
always have loved children. I wanted some of my own. 


"Well, what to do ? I really loved my girl friend. I 
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liked having sex with her. I was not at all attracted to men." 
Doris paused. She looked up at him. It was plain that the 
remembering of it was no longer as painful for her as it once 
had been. He nodded encouragement. 

"I made up my mind to change," she continued. "I saw a 
psychiatrist. He traced my orientation back to a lack of 
affection towards me from my mother - my mother and I were 
always at odds - and as a result, I turned to my ideal of the 
perfect female who would love and cherish me, something I had 
always craved. 

"Gradually, I began to feel attracted to men. It didn't 
happen overnight, and there were lapses. I had warned my girl 
friend about my pending change. She tried to make me quit my 
therapy. We had a good thing going, she said. When the time 
came to make a clean break and move out... well, it was the 
hardest, the most difficult thing I ever had to do. I did it, 
though. Then I had a couple more fleeting encounters with women 
I met. Then I was cured. Yes, I did say a few prayers too. 

So. Now you know it." She looked at him again, but did not 
smile . 

John had a big lump in his throat. He reached across, and 
patted her hand. 

"I am forever in your debt. Doris, Doris. Thank you for 
telling me. It is fascinating ! You are living proof that the 



46 


habit can be broken." He smiled into her eyes. "Did anyone 
ever tell you that you're nine feet tall ?" 

"Well, not lately. If that's a compliment, I thank you." 

"And what did you do with your urges after that, if you 
don't mind my asking ? How was your sex life, as they say ?" 

"Well, I actually remained celibate for five years after 
that, until I met Gene. Of course I relieved myself now and 
again. " 

"Did you and Gene hit it off in bed right away ?" 

"Well, it took some getting used to. Different techniques 
in some ways. But gradually we became the perfect partners. 

Now, I am a passionate and militant heterosexual, although I 
understand the others, as I used to be one of them. 

"Just think, though, what I would have missed, had I not 
switched. No children - and, you don't know this yet - but 
I will soon have a grandchild, too ! 

"The funny thing is that both my children live common-law. 
That does not bother me, and it doesn't bother them. They, too, 
are quite hostile towards homosexuality, and even toward 
homosexuals in a personal way.” 
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"Do they know what you just told me ? 


"No ! " 


"Why does it not bother you that they are not married ?" 

"Well, first, what they are doing in bed is natural, if you 
pardon the trite expression. I think though that this is a 
valid point. You see, homosexuals always say that what they do 
is natural for them. The Bible says in Romans somewhere, I 
believe, that homosexual acts are against nature. Homosexuals 
say - and I did - 'what we do is NOT against nature.' 

"What they don't realize is the fact that it is against the 
scheme of things alright; it is against nature as the Creator 
made it. It may not be against my nature at the time, but my 
nature may not be in accordance with the nature of the 
universe . " 

"Mmhm ! " agreed John. He finished his biscuit. "Oh, well 
put ! I only wish you were in Presbytery ! What a joy it would 
be - I could almost feel sorry for the other side - now, that 
would really be putting your good mind to use where it's 
desperately needed ! " 

But Doris shook her head. "I could not commit myself to 
attend the meetings, because of my work," she said, "even if I 
were nominated and elected, which is unlikely. Do you know the 
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passage I spoke of, John ?" 

"Oh, yes. Romans 1, verses 26 and 27: 'God has given 
people up to vile passions. Not only have their women exchanged 
their natural sexual functions for unnatural ones, but the men 
also, in the same way, neglecting sexual intercourse with women, 
have burned fiercely in their lust for one another, men 
practicing shameful vice with men, and receiving in themselves 
the fitting recompense for their perversity. ' 

"What does that mean, anyway ? Did they have AIDS or 
something already then ?" 

"We don't know that. We do know that anal intercourse 
often caused injuries that had grave consequences, even without 
AIDS." 


"Oh. 




"We got sort of sidetracked," said John. "We were talking 
about people living common-law." 

"Oh yes. The other reason I cannot get excited about it is 
simply this: it is a real gold-digger's paradise, I mean, 
marriage is. Since Ontario brought in the new property laws, 
any designing female can take a sugar daddy for a ride. She can 
marry him, screw around, get divorced, and still walk away with 
half his castle, or whatever. That is not right. If I were a 
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man, I would be very loath to run the risk of losing my property 
to a woman like that instead of passing it on to my children. I 
know what I am talking about. I handle a lot of divorce cases. 

"Of course," Doris continued, "it could also work the other 
way if the woman is rich. So, why take a chance ? Why treat 
marriage as if it were some kind of legalized overblown 
prostitution with, sometimes, millions at stake in alimonies, 
and this sort of thing." 

"Well, well - what am I supposed to reply to that as a 
man of the cloth, eh ?" 

"That is your problem ! " 

"Come to think of it, Protestants do not have the same 
authoritative statement on marriage as the Catholics have. 

Theirs goes back to the Council of Trent, where they decided 
that a priest must be present for a Catholic to get married. We 
never had anything like that. Catholics do not always enforce 
that any more either, but that's another story. I know for a 
fact that almost all couples who come to me to get married have 
already lived together for some time. Still, somehow the Church 
has always advocated chastity before a legal marriage." 

"Yes. But, where is this written ? The Bible, I believe, 
does not tell you how to get married." 
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"That's true enough. Their family-oriented ceremonies were 
quite different from ours.” 

"Oh, well." Doris shrugged. "Let's change the subject. 
"How is JoAnn ?" 

"Jo is just fine. Never even had a cold this winter. She 
sends you her greetings." 

"Thank you." 

"She also said to give you a friendly bit of advice." 

"And that is ?" 

"Well, if Mrs. Doddridge has retired, why don't you get 
some other household help ?" 

"Oh, I do. That is, I have. I use a cleaning service once 
a week, and they take care of the laundry too. And of course 
the gardener clears the snow in the winter, so Gene doesn't have 
to bother with it. But with the children gone, we don't really 
need a housekeeper. I like to shop, and I always did love to 
cook, and so does Gene." She chuckled. "Only, with so many 
things either drenched in pollutants or otherwise not good for 
one, it is hard to decide what to cook, sometimes." 


Doris reached for his glass, and poured more wine. She was 



51 


wearing a low-cut chiffon dress, and as she bent forward, John's 
eyes wandered to her cleavage, and lingered there. She put the 
bottle on the coaster, and abruptly stood and turned halfway 
round. The sudden motion sent her filmy skirts gracefully 
flying, exposing her thigh for just a moment. 

"I'll be right back. Must check the roast." 

She briskly walked away from John towards the kitchen. His 
eyes were riveted on her lithe figure, which was somehow very 
appealing to him. He mused about his sudden interest in Doris. 
He had known her for many years, and had never felt any 
particular sexual attraction to her. Why now all of a sudden ? 
Was it because of her candid confessions ? Did he, for the 
first time, see her as a sexual opposite instead of just a 
female friend ? 

John was mildly amused at himself. He thought that, after 
all, there was nothing to worry about; he, heterosexual by 
nature, would naturally find a woman like Doris attractive. He 
had found other females attractive before, even fantasized, now 
and again, about their sexual skills and allurements. He was 
wondering now what Doris would be like in bed, she, the 
ex-lesbian ? 

He also remembered now a discussion he once had with a 
homosexual concerning the meaning of sin. When John tried to 
tell him that, after all, homosexual practice was sinful and 
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must therefore be abandoned, when he attempted to persuade the 
gay to mortify the flesh and its evil desires - a quaint 
phrase, to be sure - John was promptly told that after all, 
according to Jesus, it was also a sin to lust after a woman not 
one's wife. And, honest, did John never lust ? he asked. 

Could he abandon that desire ? Does not every man lust in his 
heart ? Didn't Jimmy Carter ? 

John had had to admit that he was not quite ready to 
mortify his flesh, or at least his mind, to that extent. To be 
perfectly honest, he could see really nothing wrong with 
appreciating the female form, especially when it showed itself 
in the nude - in pictures, paintings, statues, or in the 
flesh. He liked to admire the swimsuit-clad women on the beach. 
The feminine form was, after all, the very culmination of God's 
creation. He appreciated natural femininity when he saw it; 
and while not all women are exactly stunning beauties, some are. 
They can, so John thought, be appreciated for their intrinsic 
pulchritude alone, and they can also be observed and valued for 
their sexual appeal. Did not women too regard men in this way ? 
He knew of younger females, even some among his parishioners, 
who had gone to - and enjoyed - male strip shows. Was all 
this not quite normal ? 

True enough, the Bible makes disparaging remarks about the 
lust of the eye, and the desire of the flesh. What exactly does 
that mean ? Perhaps, John thought, it refers to a scheming to 
procure, to possess, rather than what psychologists would call a 
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normal kind of fantasizing. 

His musings were interrupted when the front door opened and 
Gene entered. John and Doris went to greet him. Gene, no less 
than his guest, received a warm kiss from his wife. John and 
Gene shook hands and expressed mutual pleasure at being in each 
other's company again after almost half a year. Doris told them 
that dinner would be ready in a few minutes, and just to relax. 
So the men brought each other up to date on their immediate 
past. Then they all sat down and enjoyed the kind of repast to 
which John always looked forward when he visited Doris and Gene. 
Doris really was a superlative cook. She should, John told her, 
have opened up a restaurant, instead of taking up the law. 

They stayed up until midnight. They talked a great deal, 
laughed immoderately at one another's jokes, watched the late 
news, and retired. 

John had to be back at Church House at nine. He got out of 
bed at 7:30 and quickly got cleaned up and dressed. He set his 
overnight bag down near the front door and then joined Doris and 
Gene in the kitchen for breakfast. They ate, forwarded the 
dishes relay-style into the dishwasher, and left the house 
together for their respective destinations, having resolved to 
meet again soon. 

That evening, John drove back home. On the way he pulled 
in to a mall parking lot, looking for a restaurant, his stomach 
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having announced that it was suppertime. He strolled through 
the mall past shops and boutiques, and stopped before a cigar 
store which, like most cigar stores, also sold newspapers and 
magazines. He was about to buy a Toronto STAR when his eyes 
fell on a copy of PENTHOUSE magazine. He had, over the years, 
bought the occasional PLAYBOY. There was the odd good article 
or interview to be read, like the one with Jimmy Carter where 
he, a born again Christian, confessed that he had lusted after 
women in his heart. Yes, there were beautiful centrefolds and 
appealing erotica, sexy but tasteful. PENTHOUSE was just a bit 
more raunchy. John had only bought one copy, years ago, just to 
see what it was like. What caught his attention now was a 
caption concerning Jimmy Swaggart. There was a story and a 
pictorial inside concerning Jimmy's indiscretion. John was 
curious about that, and he bought the magazine as well as the 
STAR. He put them in his briefcase, and went on until he found 
a suitable restaurant, had a quick bite to eat, and went on his 
way. 


When John reached home, he was tired; after telling Jo 
about his trip to Toronto, the visit to the College, the meeting 
at Church House, and the visit with their friends, he retired, 
and fell asleep immediately. Jo stayed up for a while. 

He got up at eight, let Brandy out - she always slept 
inside - showered, shaved, dressed, and had breakfast with Jo 
while glancing through the paper he had bought the evening 


before. 
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Jo did not say much for a while. When he put down the 
paper, she said: "I hope you don't mind, but I opened your 
briefcase last night; I thought perhaps you brought something 
interesting, a new book or something. All I saw was PENTHOUSE. 
Must you buy stuff like that ? I wonder what your parishioners 
would say." 

"Oh yes, I almost forgot. I bought that to read all about 
Swaggart . " 

"Sure , sure , Swaggart . " 

"Yes, Swaggart. Any objections ?" 

"I leafed through it. There is more there than Swaggart. 
Those poses ! " 

"Did you read about Swaggart ?" 

"Yes, I did." 

"So, who are you to tell me I shouldn't have that magazine 
when you read it yourself." 

"I wouldn't have bought it." 

"Don't be a prude !" 
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"I am not a prude. But I don't see why women have to pose 
like that to amuse men, with their curious tastes." 

"We'll talk about that some other time. I must go now. 

Mrs. Thompson is going to be operated on this morning, and she 
wants to see me before she is wheeled in. She wants to be 
opened with prayer ! " 

"Don't make dumb jokes !" 

He got up from the table, kissed her good-bye, and left. 

In spite of his frivolous remark, he quite earnestly prayed 
with and comforted old Mrs. Thompson, who was in her eighties 
and had to face a rather serious operation. He visited a few 
others of his sick parishoners and headed for the manse again. 

He arrived there at eleven-thirty, went through his mail, 
wrote a couple of letters, and went into the dining room for 
lunch. John and Jo usually had their lunch around noon, and were 
in the habit of listening to the news on the radio then. John 
said grace, and began to slowly savour the chicken noodle soup 
which he liked so much. And then it happened: 

"Here is the CBC news. The United Church committee that 
has been studying the question of whether or not homosexuals 
should be ordained, today released its report. The committee 
recommends to the Church that gays and lesbians should be 
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ordained if they qualify on other grounds. Homosexual practice 
in and of itself should not be a barrier to ordination " 

"Damn it !" shouted John, put the spoon down and shot up 
out of his chair. Jo sat as if petrified. John walked back and 
forth in the dining room and living room. His heart was now 
palpitating - and his heart was strong. Finally he stood 
still as in a daze, and said, 

"This is the beginning of the end. How dare those idiots, 
those stupid idiots !" 

"Sit down and have your lunch. Don't give them the 
satisfaction. Come on." JoAnn had regained her composure. 

"I guess you are right. There is nothing I can do about 
that now, anyway." He sat down and resumed eating, but now the 
food had lost its taste. 

In Niagara Falls, the Rev. Bob Frost had heard the same 
news item, only he had already heard it at seven a.m. He had 
just been shaving with a razor, and almost cut himself. He had 
gone into a state of shock for a minute or so. He was alone in 
the manse, his wife having gone to visit her mother in Halifax. 
Bob had stood quite still right there in the bathroom and he 
prayed. He prayed for strength, for inspiration, for wisdom, 
and he prayed for his Church. The teakettle in the kitchen, 
which he had plugged in before starting to shave, was whistling 
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persistently; he heard it as from a great distance; whose kettle 
was that; why did nobody pull the plug ? 

When Ken Morley heard the news that morning - he was in 
his study - he felt a great relief and joy wash over his 
entire being. "Praise God !“ he shouted out loud, even though 
there was no human being to hear him. 

Harry East, the Chairman of Presbytery, heard the news, and 
smiled. He said to himself: "Well, it's about time. There 
will be trouble though." 

The committee which had prepared "The Report" had been 
carefully selected. Nominations submitted by the Conferences 
had been received at Church House, and the staff selected the 
persons who would prepare the paper which would set the tone for 
the denomination's sexual ethic. 

There was but one clergyman on the committee who questioned 
the propriety of the homosexual life style. Later, a second - 
an ex-gay - was added, to save face, as it became too obvious 
that the committee was biased. Several homosexuals were on the 
committee . 

All but two of the committee felt that they had done good 

work. 


When they had completed the report, it was submitted to a 
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"Church Division" composed of laity and clergy. This group, 
like the committee, contained more than one known homosexual, 
and there was a dearth of anti-gay-ordination members. The 
Division passed the report with some minor changes, and it was 
ready to go to the Church for study, and to the supreme council 
for action: adoption, rejection, or amendment. 

There were millions of different reactions that fateful day 
in March of 1988. Christians and non-Christians, members of the 
United Church and members of all other denominations, all were 
somehow deeply affected by that announcement. As the bulletin 
was rebroadcast every hour, some rejoiced; many more were 
jarred, profoundly shocked, and shaken. Some were incredulous. 
Many asked: What can we do ? We are against this ! 

It took Bob Frost that whole day to get his composure back. 
He vacillated between a feeling of resignation and a fierce 
determination to do something about this. 

By the next morning, he had made his decision. He would 
contact some of his friends, of whom he knew that they 
considered this sort of thing as much of an abomination as he 
did, and ask them to meet with him. He began telephoning, and 
every call received a positive response. 
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CHAPTER III 

DIRTY TRICKS 


The following morning, John and JoAnn were having an early 
breakfast together in the kitchen. They liked to take their 
time over breakfast; it was a good time to talk. Jo was in her 
morning dog-walking costume of slacks and a sweater; John wore a 
business suit, shirt and tie. 

"You were going to tell me about Jimmy Swaggart," Jo began. 

"Yes, I was. Well, I finally got around to reading the 
article. " 

"And looking at the pictures ! " 

"Yes, and looking at the pictures. What is it with you ? 
You know I love you, and I can't ever get enough of looking at 
you even after all these years, especially in the bedroom. But 
does that mean I can't look at other women ? Don't you ever 
look at another man ?" 

"Well, not the way you look or appear to look at other 
women . " 


"That is because men and women are different when it comes 
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to that. Kinsey figured that out years ago. It's probably 
genetic. " 


"Oh, don't be ridiculous. You men are a bunch of male 
chauvinists. All you think of women is in terms of sex; we are 
nothing but sex objects. What do you really do, or want, when 
you look at these pictures ? There... see this ?" 

She took hold of the magazine, flipped through some pages 
and held up a picture of a woman clad in nothing but fishnet 
stockings, provocatively reclining, a come-hither look on her 
face. "And this one here. See, she sticks her ass up in the 
air - and what is it to you ? Why do women pose for such 
photographs, anyway ?" 

"You are really giving me heck, eh ? Let's just talk about 
it rationally." 

"OK. Let's." 

They adjourned to the living room, leaving the dishes on 
the table. John lit a cigarette. Jo did not like him to smoke, 
but she put up with it. They sat on the chesterfield, taking 
opposite corners, half turning toward each other. John took a 
deep drag, blew a stream of smoke toward the ceiling, and said: 

"First of all, let's get a clear definition of the word 


'sex object.' What is that ? Is it something bad, as the 
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feminist s say ?" He waited, but Jo felt that the question was 
merely rhetorical anyway, so she only shrugged, and he 
continued: 

"Karl Barth in his CHURCH DOGMATICS says that we must think 
of God as the object of our worship, devotion and enjoyment. 

And you know the first part of the Presbyterian Catechism: 'The 
chief end of man is to glorify God, and enjoy Him forever.' 

"So, if God is an object, why can't you be an object, for 
and to me. No disrespect meant, not for you, and not for God. 
When I make love to you and you give me pleasure, I derive that 
pleasure from you, the object of my sexual activity, and you 
derive your pleasure from me. I am your object, even as you are 
mine. What is wrong with that ?" 

"But the way you talk about that, as though it was just the 
seeking of a physical thrill. Sex in the marriage bed is an 
expression of love ! " 

His face changed. A wry smile appeared, and vanished. He 
put out the cigarette and appeared to be in thought. Finally he 
nodded a few times, and said: "Dear Jo, you would be surprised 
how many marriages have little or no love left, and still have 
sex. It is no expression of love at all in many cases. They 
have sex for the fun of it. They use each other, and we do not 
really consider that bad, since after all it is done in the 
marriage bed ! In fact, we expect husband and wife to satisfy 
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each other sexually, or else they might go strange - and we 
don ' t want that , do we ? " 

"John, I am disappointed to hear you make arguments in 
favour of something I still think is not right. Sex and love 
should always be together." 

"Should, oh, yes. But are not always ! It has been said 
that in troubled marriages, sex without love is better than no 
sex at all. Any port in a storm." 

"Oh, really ! Well, now that we've explored that tangent, 
let me ask you: Do you look at other women because you have 
scruples doing it with them ? Looking is OK, doing is wrong ? 

"Well, that is just the way we are made. One's wife is not 
the only pebble on the beach, nor one's husband, for looking 
purposes." He grinned at her. "I like to look at other 
people's collies, and other people's paintings, even though I 
have my own. The sexual appetite is an appetite that can be 
compared to the appetite for food. It is good and God-given, at 
least when it is normal. The abnormal sexual orientations are 
not part of God's intention. The normal appetites, then, are 
there, and we receive a certain amount of satisfaction by simply 
having them stimulated. I sometimes look at pictures of salads 
or desserts in magazines. I look at those, and wonder what they 
would really taste like if I had a dish before me. Sometimes 
they make my mouth water ! Well, you can make your own 
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application to sex." 

"Hm ! You are really pushing this. It occurs to me that 
the homosexuals also claim, "that is just the way we are made." 
Yet it is possible for them to change, to break the habit, if 
the motivation is there. It seems to me that this looking and 
sexual fantasizing is just a bad habit some people are fond of, 
and so, they don't wish to give it up." Jo bit her lip to keep 
from smiling; her eyes were on the ashtray. "And here you are, 
waxing eloquent, in defense of lecherous behaviour." 

"The word lecherous is one of those words. It is loaded." 

"Loaded ? How so ?" 

"Well, what some people call an old lecher is really just a 
normal man with still-functioning sexual instincts, who happens 
to be a bit advanced in age. We are not talking about sexual 
abuse. We are just talking about mental enjoyment. In an old 
lecher so-called, this may of course lead to his having a sexual 
relationship with an old lecheress, and the two moving in 
together. It used to be that if a widow of a veteran married 
again, she lost her pension; so, she had better not marry. 

That, or something like it, anyway, was explained to me by Doris 
the other night . " 

Jo looked thoughtful. She realized that winning arguments 
never helped, anyway. "I have read that women in their 
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seventies and eighties are still capable of making love. I 
suppose that some still have the desire," she said. She 
stretched, and got more comfortable by tucking her legs under 
her. "Well, John, since we seem to ramble over the whole 
landscape of sex-related controversy, what about sexy 
advertising, using women's sex appeal to sell merchandise 
what do you think of that, eh ?" 

"Well, that's another favourite topic of the feminists. 

They say that it is degrading to women; it objectifies them. 
Well, of course it does. So what ? That doesn't mean that we 
don't treat women right. Some men don't, but they would do that 
anyway, ads or no ads. There were rapists and wife batterers 
long before sexy ads were invented. The question is: What is 
wrong with a woman displaying her charms and her sexual 
allurements ? That is the way God made her, and she should be 
proud of it. If a man looks at her picture, and then also looks 
at the car beside which she stands, and decides that the car is 
as beautiful as she is, and buys it, what's the big deal ? Why 
are the feminists embarrassed or ashamed of their own sex ? Men 
are also used to sell things, I presume to women." 

"Cigarettes, probably," interposed Jo, grinning. But John 
was in full flight, and he continued, scarcely noticing: 

"They use Golden Retrievers a lot in ads these days. Does 
that say anything against the dogs ? On the contrary ! " He 


shook his head. 
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"Jo, this whole business is dust feminism gone crazy again. 
We see the ugly feminist, dressed like a slob, ashamed of her 
sex, jealous of the woman pictured on the gatefold in PLAYBOY, 
who is so beautiful and so sexy. 

"Sure, we can't all look like the gorgeous and handsome 
models; we can't all be Robert Redfords or Playmates, but so 
what ? Why not seek out the best and hold it up for us to 
enjoy, just as Michelangelo made a beautiful David, and not one 
that looks like me." 

"Well, I'll have to think about that," said Jo. "I still 
feel, though, that there is something suspect, something 
basically very wrong about a woman posing this way" - she held 
up PENTHOUSE again - "for ten million men to ogle her, and 
perhaps also to masturbate ! " 

"I can really add nothing to what I already said. Don't 
forget, there is also PLAYGIRL magazine, with sexy pictures of 
nude men , for women . " 

"Or homosexuals ! " 

"Please, don't go into that now. I am still dizzy from 
what happened yesterday, on top of what happened last week in 
the heterosexual field ! This Swaggart thing has done damage to 
all ministers, has made the church itself look bad, especially 
in the eyes of unbelievers. Swaggart is a tremendous slur on 
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our credibility and integrity. Let's deal with one slur at a 
time . " 

"All right, then. Swaggart claims that he did not have sex 
with that hooker, but that he simply wanted to get her to do 
pornographic poses for him." 

"Yes, I read that. Well, it is as I said. To a man, a 
woman is a sex object. She is more than that, and she is other 
things, but she is a sex object, and as such she can exhibit her 
charms in different ways. Some ways are explicit, involving the 
exposing of the sex organs and the breasts. A man likes to see 
that, to fantasize, to get excited by it. It's the reason men 
like to watch strippers, and women too, by the way. But let's 
talk about men. That is normal. There is a passage in the Song 
of Solomon which says... wait, let me check this out, to get it 
accurately. " 

He got up, went into his study, and came back with a big 
volume on the Song of Solomon, the celebrated love poem in the 
Bible . 

"Just a minute... here it is. OK. It says in Chapter 
Seven - this is the Anchor Bible - it says: 'Leap, leap 0 
Shulamite ! Leap, leap and let us gaze on you. How beautiful 
your sandaled feet, 0 prince's daughter ! Your curvy thighs 
like ornaments crafted by artist's hands. Your vulva a rounded 
crater; may it never lack punch ! Your belly like a mound of 
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wheat hedged with lotuses. Your breasts like two fawns, twins 
of a gazelle. Your neck like an ivory tower; your eyes the pool 
of Heshbon by the gate of Bat-Rabbim. Your nose like towering 
Lebanon overlooking Damascus. Your head on you like Carmel, the 
locks of your head like purple, a king captive in the tresses. 
How fair, how pleasant you are, 0 love, daughter of delights ! 
Your stature resembles the palm, your breasts the clusters. Let 
your breasts be like grape clusters, the scent of your vulva 
like apples, your palate like the best wine flowing for my love, 
smoothly stirring sleeper's lips. I belong to my beloved. And 
for me is his desire. Come, my love, let us hie to the field, 
let us lie in the cypresses, let us go to the vineyards. We 
will see if the vine sprouts, if the blossoms bud of the 
pomegranate flowers. There will I give you my love. The 
mandrake give scent; at our door is every delicacy; things both 
new and old, my love, I have stored for you.' 

"You see," said John. "We have here a very erotic poem 
right in the Bible. It is quite explicit and leaves but little 
to the imagination. The girl holds before her lover the 
titillating prospect of new sexual techniques and exploits, 
which she will give to him in addition to the old ones, the ones 
he is already familiar with. 'Things both new and old, my love, 
I have stored for you.' Mandrakes, of course, were used as an 
aphrodisiac. Those two were really going to indulge, in a most 
sensuous and frolicking manner." 


He put the Bible down and said: "Is this turning the 
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Shulamite into nothing but a sex object ? No ! But she is 
that, too." 

"I did not know that the Bible is that explicit. Vulva, 
punch ?" 


"Yes, according to the best scholarship, that's it. The 
punch refers to the vaginal secretions of the sexually aroused 
female . " 

"Are you sure it doesn't say that those two were married ?" 

"I am not a specialist when it comes to the Song of Solomon 
- but there is some feeling that they may have been unmarried, 
at least for a while. It is somewhat involved. Some think that 
she was eventually married to that ladies' man par excellence. 
King Solomon. Others think that she was engaged to a shepherd 
whom she really loved, but the king wanted her to join his 
harem... Oh well, who really cares ?" 

"Some people would." 

"The point is that the Bible holds a very positive attitude 
towards sexual love and attraction and the expression thereof. 
There is very little Puritanism there. Contrast this with what 
some latter-day saints have made of it. I do not mean the 
Mormons, either. Perhaps they preserved more of a healthy 
attitude towards sex than many others. But take one of my 



70 


heroes, next to Martin Luther, John Wesley. He actually 
prohibited the Methodists from dancing. The only way for them 
to dance was for the sexes each to do a little dance, separated 
from one another by a closed door. Pretty absurd.'' 

"Well," said Jo, "Try as I may, I can't really imagine John 
Wesley in bed making love to his wife." 

"I wonder why ?" 

"I just can't. I suppose it's like children being unable 
to imagine their parents doing it. Wesley has always been a 
sort of father figure to me. All my family were Methodists." 

"Anyway, Solomon, or whoever, treated his beloved not just 
as a sex object - that too, but he also loved her and 
respected her, and so do all decent men love, and respect, and 
cherish their wives. We can't be responsible for the rotters. 
But, as we have been told so many times, and lately also by the 
Church - or, I should say, at last also by the Church - 
there is nothing at all wrong with sex, and the more sex the 
better, and the more pleasure when having sex, the better. 

"Now, coming back to Swaggart. I bet you, the poor guy's 
wife undresses in the closet, or if she doesn't, she makes sure 
..a doesn't see too much. She would probably keep her legs 
together as long as she could; she would never kneel on the bed 
with her back toward him, or anything of the sort. I assume 
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that Jimmy is a normal, red-blooded male, and he craves to see 
all that. He does not get it from his wife, so he goes to a 
hooker. One can almost understand that. Now, he calls this 
pornography. Well, this word is much misunderstood. It means, 
the description of what prostitutes do. But, as the Duke of 
Edinburgh said the other day, wives do essentially the same as 
what hookers do in bed. At least, they should, if they wanted 
really to please their husbands. Therefore, if one were to 
describe what prostitutes do, either verbally or pictorially, 
that would be pornography. Then again, a wife could do exactly 
the same, and therefore to describe what goes on in the marriage 
bed would be pornography also. Nothing wrong with that ! Jimmy 
always attacked pornography before he succumbed to it. There 
are certain things one should not deny or fight ! The pitiful 
part is, he could have had his wife pose for him, in a spirit of 
play, like this here, or like this picture, and would have saved 
a trip, and a few dollars, and himself from disgrace. 

"Jimmy says that pornography causes a chemical reaction in 
the brain, and makes a man want to go out and rape someone. 

That is bunk. So, we husbands who are blessed with hot numbers 
as wives get chemical reactions in our brains too, do we ? But 
we don't go out and rape! Unfortunately, the word pornography 
has taken on the meaning of doing violence to a woman. It never 
meant that at all." 

"Quite a speech !" said Jo, arching her brows. "I wonder, 

I wonder ! You really think there is no difference between a 
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wife and a hooker ?" 

"I didn"t say that ! Of course, there is similarity in 
terms of the sex act, A wife has sex with her husband, a hooker 
with a client. What they do is often the same; but one does it 
with her spouse, with whom she has a mutual lifelong commitment, 
and the other does it with many men, to whom she has no 
commitment at all, nor they to her. It is not what one does, 
but with whom one does it, that counts ! That is also true when 
it comes to homosexuality. Many of the homosexual practices can 
also be practiced by heterosexuals. That is not the point. It 
is the object - whether a man has a woman or another man as a 
sex object - which makes all the difference, and the same with 
women. You know what I mean ?" 

"Yes," she said, ruefully, "I suppose you're right. That 
treat I give you sometimes, with the hot water in my mouth, I 
read that in a book about a prostitute." 

"Yes, I know, you told me before. How come you read a book 
about a lady of the night ?" 

"Oh, John. It was a novel. And she was a good girl gone 
wrong, like all prostitutes. I read it on the beach one 
summer . " 


"Oh. I don't remember when I last read a novel." 


Remembering all the work in store for that day, he bent forward 
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as if to rise, then thought of something and settled back again. 

"So far as the big fuss the feminists make about men treating 
women as sex objects, I still say this is dumb. Remember the 
uproar when a certain politician publicly patted a certain woman 
on the behind ? Feminists considered that a kind of crime 
against women ! I mean, we do kiss our friends of the opposite 
sex, don't we ? Isn't kissing more intimate than bum-patting? " 

"Not to me. I would hate it if another man patted me there, 
even an old friend. A pat on the shoulder would be acceptable; 
a pat on the buttocks, not." 

"I wonder why you feel that way." 

"I'm not sure. It's a sensitive area, and I just would 
feel uncomfortable having someone besides you touch me there. 

To me it's an intimate area not for public pawing !" 

"Really ! " 

"Yes. And another thing. One playfully pats little 
children on the bum and sends them out to play. To do that to 
an adult woman is a kind of superior - to - inferior gesture." 

”0. K. You say kissing is acceptable, bum-patting is not. 
I'll take your word for it. All the same, the feminists are 
doing a great disservice to their sisters who still want to be 
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truly feminine and dress, act, and behave like real women, 
making the best of their God-given sexuality. If feminists hate 
men, then that's their problem. If some female feminists want 
to go to bed with other women, that's their business too, as 
long as they do not want to become ministers. But why do they 
have to try to propagandize and proselytize normal women with 
their backward, anti-male stuff ? They won't get too far with 
that, anyway. Women are one another's worst enemies." 

"Is that so !" 

"Well, possibly so. That's what they say." 

"Don't you have a meeting in Whitby at ten o'clock ?" 

"Yes, I do. I'd better be on my way. I don't know when 
I'll be back, but if I am back for noon, instead of eating, 
let's have a nooner. All this talk about sex - you know." 

"Get out of here !” Jo laughed. 

He rose and donned his navy trenchcoat, headed for the 
door, stopped abruptly, turned, and added: "By the way, Solomon 
must have closely inspected his bride, according to what I read 
to you; he must have savoured her punch, if you get my meaning. 
Did that affect his brain ? Was this obscene ? Well, call it 
what you like; it is normal, and it is in the Bible, and anyway. 
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you and I do it too, don't we." 

The phone rang. John briskly returned to the living room 
and picked up the receiver. It was Bob, inviting him to a 
meeting in Niagara Falls the following Thursday, in the 
afternoon. He had contacted six clergy and they were all 
coming, to see what they could do about the homosexual issue. 
Would John bring along as many sympathetic colleagues as he 
could find ? John checked his pocket calendar. Yes, he could 
make it; he would be there. He hung up, and gave Jo a kiss. 

Then he left for a meeting of the special Presbytery 
subcommittee on which he had been placed, which was to deal with 
the situation surrounding Brad Mulligan. 

Brad was known as a United Church fundamentalist. He was, 
indeed very orthodox and conservative in his doctrinal views. 
Clergy like him had had problems in the Church all along. Some 
had been forced out. Others had been made to feel so unwelcome 
that they quit the ministry or moved to another denomination, 
sometimes taking their congregations with them. Some had simply 
begun independent community churches. Brad had always been a 
critical thorn in the side of his more liberal colleagues, and 
some of them, John knew, were determined to oust him. John also 
knew that for a maneuvre of that sort, a small but determined 
attack force would be all that was necessary. 

The subcommittee met in the church of Harry East, Chairman 
of Presbytery. Harry did not preside; he was entitled to be 
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present because he was ex officio a member of all committees. 
Linda Hare and a few other members of Brad's congregation had 
been invited, and were present. This was not strictly according 
to Church rules, since Presbytery representatives should have 
met with the personnel committee of Brad's congregation only, or 
else with the entire Official Board. Brad himself was not 
present, because he had not been asked to come. The meeting was 
opened with a prayer for divine guidance, and a request to the 
members for love and compassion, by the committee chairman. 

"Perhaps we'll ask Linda to tell us what happened in the 
last little while," he said. 

"Yes, I'll tell you," Linda began. "Our whole church is in 
a mess. Many of us have quit going. We just can't take 
Reverend Mulligan's sermons any more. I am not a born-again 
Christian, never have been and never will be; that is not the 
United Church way. But he keeps rubbing that in. And always 
against the homosexual lifestyle. He forgets that there are 
actually at least three homosexuals in our congregation." 

One of the committee members interjected: "Does he know 
this ?" 


"I am not sure," said Linda. "But it's time he goes. Our 
church is being ruined by him." 


Another of the committee members queried: "Is it not true 
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that the finances are in pretty good shape, and that he brought 
quite a few new members in ?" 

"Yes," replied Linda, "that is true; but the members he 
brought in are not the kind of people we want. They are too 
emotional, too charismatic. We have no money problems, but 
money isn't everything." 

"Would the people who came in through him leave with him ?" 
East put the question. 

"I don't know. Even if they did, many of our old members 
would come back and replace them. We just want our own old 
church back. We don't have it any more." 

"I find it most extraordinary," commented John, "that here 
we are, sitting in judgment on a man who is a good preacher, 
built up the church he serves, brought in some people from the 
highways and byways, to use our Lord's words, and filled the 
treasury. And we consider whether to give him the ax ! Mr. 
Chairman, there are always a few malcontents in every 
congregation." He glanced at Linda, whose eyes shot darts of 
hostility and defiance back at him. "There seem to be a few 
more malcontents than is usual," continued John. "But what of 
it ? We are supposed to be fair to a fellow minister, as well 
as fair to the majority of the congregation." 


The Rev. Ruth Keenan said, "But Brad has always been 
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difficult. He is always sort of - standoffish. I don't feel 
that he participates well in the work of Presbytery. He just 
does not seem to fit in." 

Ruth Keenan was a lesbian. Deep down, she was afraid of 
the likes of Brad. She knew that he disapproved of the 
homosexual life style, and would probably lay a charge against 
her in the courts of the Church, if he ever found out about her 
lesbian lover. She felt that it was time to cleanse the Church 
of the conservative agitators, as she called them, those 
Neanderthals, those bigots. 

John knew that Linda was far from alone in her attitude. 
Across the Church there were multitudes who disliked the 
conservative, evangelical ministers, who, like Brad, had been 
telling their parishioners all along that Christianity was not 
an easy religion. Wives must not abort the fruit of their 
wombs; husbands must not divorce their wives. The gay lifestyle 
was out. The crucified and risen Christ was the one and only 
Saviour. These ministers rejected interfaith dialogue of the 
sort which many liberal ministers cultivated. As a result of 
these views, the conservatives kept getting into trouble not 
only with some of their members, but also with some of their 
colleagues. There had been attempts by presbyteries to block 
calls from congregations to conservative ministers. Most of 
such maneuvres did not succeed. There had been manifestations 
of jealousy. One conservative congregation in Toronto which had 
done so well that they wanted to move to another location and 
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embark on an ambitious building program was denied permission by 
their Presbytery to do so. When the church board, the members 
and the minister decided to do it anyway, the Presbytery put all 
under discipline, with the result that the minister was put out 
of the ministry of the United Church, and the congregation 
became independent. 

Very seldom were conservatives asked to serve in important 
or key positions at the Presbytery and Conference levels. And 
General Council, with all its Boards, Divisions, and close to 
two hundred Taskforces, Commissions, and other special 
committees, was conspicuous by its lack of evangelicals and 
conservat ives . 

This special Presbytery subcommittee meeting in Whitby to 
look into the trouble between some members of St. Mark's United 
Church, Whitby, and their pastor, Bradley Mulligan, was 
unusually well-balanced. There were two more conservatives 
present, a minister and a lay delegate, in addition to John 
himself. 

After another hour of reasoning and arguing, the committee 
adopted a motion put forward by John, requesting that a 
Presbytery team visit St. Mark's, and get all the facts from all 
sides. 

John drove back part of the way in the company of his 
colleague Stanley Hart, the other conservative clergyman, who 
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had travelled from Oshawa to Whitby by bus. Stan had moved into 
southern Ontario from one of the northern presbyteries just the 
summer before. He was known to be a fighter for the theological 
right wing, and always stood ready to go to bat for beleaguered 
fellow clergy, especially those under attack from the radical 
wing. 


"This whole mess reminds me of Tom Richards," John began, 
when they had reached the highway. You were up to your neck in 
that case, were you not ?" 

"Yes, I was. And that mess is by no means finished yet." 

“When did it start ?" John stepped on the accelerator and 
passed an oversized transport. 

"It started in 1982. That was when Tom got it from both 
sides, a faction in his church and most of his Presbytery. The 
next year he ran afoul of Conference, and the year after that he 
lost his appeal to General Council." 

"I believe you went with him to General Council ? You went 
to defend him ?" 

"Yes. I tried my best. But you cannot get an objective 
hearing in the Church. You are beat before you start ! It's a 
kind of family compact, you know. We conservatives are the 
outsiders, the scum to be disposed of." 
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"Those are strong words. So far, I haven't had any 
trouble . " 

"It depends on the Presbytery. Some are more tolerant than 
others of the likes of us." 

"I would like to hear the whole story some time." 

Stan nodded. "It's a long story, very long. I don't 
suppose I can finish it between here and Oshawa ! I can start, 
though . " 

So Stan began to tell his friend about what turned out to 
be the most prolonged, acerbic disciplinary case in the United 
Church, a real cas celebre, which had dragged through the Church 
courts for over two years and had finally gone to the civil 
court . 

Tom Richards had been a very successful minister. He had 
attracted many people into his congregation. His preaching was 
powerful and uncompromising. Money, which had always been in 
short supply before Tom had been called to St. Andrew's, flowed 
into the church treasury. The mortgage on the building was paid 
off. There were, however, those in the congregation who felt 
threatened by their new minister's preaching. They did not want 
to be reminded of their sins; they were not prepared to heed the 
call to repentance. They disliked some minor innovations in the 
service itself, and they did not like some of the new people. 



82 


They had been a cosy club before Tom came, albeit one that had 
its problems. Their sense of belonging became disturbed when, 
over a period of two years, some one hundred new members joined, 
and began to take over administrative and policy-making 
functions. 

The unhappy members complained to Presbytery. They felt 
alienated, and asked Presbytery to do something about it. This 
was nothing unusual. It happened all the time, and Presbyteries 
were sometimes quite eager to oblige such folk by disposing of a 
conservative colleague. The Presbytery sent in a team to 
investigate, and report back. 

Much as the liberal - radical segment at the Presbytery and 
Conference level dislikes the evangelical wing, they usually 
tread softly and try to smooth things over. At least, they give 
the appearance of attempting to do this. They must not be seen 
to be too eager to purge the rival element. Some are genuinely 
concerned for a peaceful solution. More often than not, this is 
a vain hope. By the time Presbytery intervenes, things have 
usually progressed beyond the stage where healing is possible. 

That is what happened at St. Andrew's. All attempts at 
bridge-building and reconciliation failed, and Presbytery 
eventually called for a vote on whether or not to sever the 
pastoral relationship. Through the intervention of a Conference 
officer, some proxy votes - usually disallowed - were 
permitted, and these votes all happened to be against the 
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minister. The people who were for him knew nothing about proxy 
votes. The motion to terminate Richards' tenure carried by a 
small margin. 

This in itself would not have been of any grave consequence 
- ministers move all the time. In this case, an additional 
element was added to an already sticky wicket, and it led to the 
most unexpected and troublesome consequences. 

Stan Hart had told John Graham the story of Tom Richards' 
rise and fall up to this point, when they arrived at the manse 
where Stan lived. John didn't feel he should take the time to 
come in and have coffee, so Stan promised to finish the story 
some other time. 


Linda Hare put on her nightgown and brushed her teeth. She 
crept wearily between the smooth sheets beside her husband Bill, 
who was already in bed. They were both in their mid-thirties, 
and still childless. Tonight, they simply lay beside each other 
and held hands. "How did we ever get a man like Mulligan ?" 
mused Linda aloud. 

"Well," said Bill, and yawned hugely, "I suppose we were 
not careful enough before we called him." 


"It's just unbelievable that a minister in our church 
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should be such a fanatic. After all, this is the eighties. Who 
does he think we are ? All he knows is sin, sin, repent, and 
come to Jesus. Why, he even believes in the virgin birth ! " 

"I wonder if he would consider oral sex sinful," said Bill. 

"Who cares ! " 

"Isn't there room for all kinds in our Church ?" 

"Yes, but not in our liberal congregation. We need a 
liberal minister." 

"Did none of our crowd know what he was like, when we 
called him ?" 

"Not quite. We knew that he was not a liberal, but we did 
not know that he was an evangelical who would attract all those 
new people . " 

"I can't stand most of those." 

"Nor I. And they are about to take over. They already got 
onto the Council." 

"Let's talk about it tomorrow. I am too tired now." He 
turned toward Linda, kissed her and wished her a good night's 
rest. She returned his kiss. He turned off the bedside lamp. 
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They quickly fell asleep. 

The next day, after Linda came home from work - she 
always came half an hour earlier than Bill - she phoned her 
friend Gail, who was also a member of the Council. Linda came 
right to the point, practically demanding that Gail help her set 
the wheels in motion to get rid of their minister as quickly as 
possible. He just did not fit in; they wanted a less 
conservative member of the cloth. Linda was a nurse in one of 
the city hospitals. She was sympathetic to gays and lesbians, 
and she hated it whenever the Reverend preached against the sin 
of homosexuality, as he called it. That was not the only 
complaint she had. His old-fashioned notions on abortion, his 
constant insistence on the necessity of being born again, all 
this irked her continually. 

Rev. Mulligan, of course, had many friends. He had 
actually brought many new members into the church. Most of 
them, though, were of a different social class and liked a more 
emotional approach to religion. Some of them even lifted up 
their hands when they prayed, and everybody was just waiting for 
somebody to speak in tongues, but that had not as yet happened. 

Linda Hare persuaded her friend to collect some signatures 
on a petition, which the two of them would then present to the 
Chairman of Presbytery, the Rev. Harry East, and ask him to do 
something. Only Presbytery could remove a minister, so they had 
to work through Presbytery. There were procedures for launching 
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a complaint or having a minister removed. Linda was not too 
familiar with them, nor did she care. She knew that whenever a 
congregation was fed up with their minister. Presbytery usually 
managed to oust him if there were enough complaints, no matter 
how irregular the procedure followed might be. 

Exactly one week later, the Rev. Harry East had lunch with 
two of his colleagues. They had come at the chairman's 
invitation; there was some urgent business he wanted to discuss 
with them, but off the record. 

East was a "company man". That is to say, he espoused all 
views which came out of Church House, as a matter of course. He 
was forty-eight, and prematurely gray. East was a burly, feisty 
man with a sonorous voice, very outspoken, with a certain 
charisma. He was always pushing some radical cause, whether 
political or religious. While this did not endear him to many 
lay members of the Presbytery and other lay folk, he received 
much applause and support from his colleagues, who had elected 
him Chairman. Some lay people like Linda and Gail liked him, 
since they too followed a radical kind of agenda. He was known 
to be a strong supporter of the gay lobby, even though he 
himself was happily married - or so it seemed. 

"We must do something about Brad," he began, commencing his 
off-the-record attack on his colleague as he cut into his steak. 
"There was a meeting of the council of his church a few days 
ago, and many council members voiced their dissatisfaction with 
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his style of ministry. I also received a petition asking for 
his ouster, signed by fifty members." 

The Rev. Morley Grant wanted to know how many members there 
were. East replied, about two hundred. 

The third person, the Rev. Ruth Keenan commented: "We all 
know that this is not the correct procedure. The Personnel 
Committee should handle this; and petitions must be submitted to 
the Session or the church council first, and if approved there, 
are then submitted to the Presbytery. But then - rules were 
made to be broken." 

"It happens all the time," observed the Chairman. "Right 
or wrong, it happens." 

Ruth Keenan added: "Sometimes, for the sake of the good of 
the Church, we must act quickly and cut through the red tape. 
Whenever this has been done, and somebody made a fuss about it 
and took it upstairs, the powers that be always backed the 
Presbytery. So we have nothing to worry about. I think it's 
time we put our foot down." 


The following week the report of the "troubleshooting team" 
which had visited Brad Mulligan and his congregation came before 
the regular Presbytery meeting. 
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Grace Branning had delivered another opening address on 
inclusivity, some routine business had been dealt with, and it 
was time to hear the report on Brad and the situation in his 
church . 

The team had already reported to the standing committee on 
whose behalf it acted. Now the committee recommended that Brad 
be asked to leave and the pastorate be declared vacant. The 
differences between the two factions in the church, and between 
one faction and the minister were too deep for any 
reconciliation to take place. All this was now reported to the 
plenary session. Ruth Keenan then moved that the report be 
adopted. It was. There was a coffee break which Harry East 
took as an opportunity to ask Brad if he wanted to resign. Brad 
simply said "No" and walked away. 

When Presbytery reconvened, Ruth Keenan, having talked to 
the Chairman, was ready with another motion empowering 
Presbytery to remove Brad from his pulpit and church. It was 
seconded by Morley Grant. 

John Graham leaped to his feet. "Mr. Chairman - or is it 
Chairperson ? No, it's Chair now, isn't it ? Whatever. I 
think that the way we change names and titles, even with 
reference to God, is Just one symptom of what has gone wrong 
with our Church. We just as quickly change ministers and evict 
those who are somewhat different from what is supposed to be 
"United Church" - whatever that is. Brad is a conservative 
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and an evangelical; a minority in his church dislikes this. The 
Committee says he must go. Yet, Brad brought in many new 
members and built up the somewhat ailing congregation; he filled 
the treasury. But some local church popes do not like Brad's 
style; he must go. Change the minister to please a quarter of 
the congregation. Change the name of God to please a few 
feminists. What kind of madness is this ? I'll have none of 
it, and any clear-thinking, fair-minded persons here will vote 
with me against this motion." 

There was silence for a few moments. Then Ruth Keenan rose 
to her feet. 

"Mr. Chair, we have just heard the rantings of a man who is 
out of touch. We, in the United Church, have for some time now 
moved in a certain direction. It is not the direction in which 
John and Brad are moving. We cannot, and we will not be all 
things to all people. There is a silent majority in the Church 
that has not spoken. I am sure they want to have some fresh air 
coming in through the stained-glass windows. In order to 
maintain peace and welfare, sad as it is, regrettable as it is, 

I am afraid I must disagree with what I just heard." 

After an hour of debating back and forth, the motion was 
tabled. That meant no immediate action would be taken. The 
team was instructed to continue to work with the church and 
Brad, try to come up with some solution, and bring about 
reconciliation if possible. This was agreed to without any 
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formal motion or vote. Brad's critics did not want to appear 
too belligerent and hostile. This could be easily construed as 
being un-Christian. Brad's friends figured that any delay was 
better than a swift and drastic solution. 

The split at St. Mark's, however, was beyond healing. The 
two factions were irreconcilably locked in the most vicious kind 
of ecclesiastical combat. 

There was a meeting of the Presbytery Executive. Brad 
Mulligan could have been removed by the Executive at the stroke 
of a pen. On the other hand, the members of St. Mark's could be 
asked to vote on whether or not they wanted their minister to 
stay. The arguments went back and forth. There were the doves 
and there were the hawks. In the end, the doves won. The 
Executive would not rule with a heavy hand, much as a good half 
or more of its members would have loved to do just that. They 
were going to have a vote. 

In order to make the Presbytery look good, even the request 
for the vote would have to come from the congregation. Since 
the Executive was not sure whether or not the members knew the 
correct procedure, it was agreed that the Secretary should phone 
Linda Hare and tell her that ten signatures were required to 
force a congregational vote. It would be easy for Linda to get 
ten signatures. Within two days she had them, and presented 
them to the Secretary of Presbytery, who sent a registered 
letter to Brad. The letter instructed him to announce the vote 
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twice from the pulpit on succeeding Sundays; the vote, under the 
supervision of Presbytery, was to be held on a Sunday evening, 
April 24. 

Harry East decided that he would be in charge of the vote 
himself, accompanied by two other Presbyters. He was supported 
in this by the Executive. 

In the meantime, Linda, Gail and a few others were very 
busy lobbying for their minister to be ousted. 

On the evening of April 24, the meeting of the congregation 
was called to order by East. He led in a lovely prayer, 
thanking the Almighty for the great things the Church was doing, 
and asking for God's guidance and wisdom. He took a few 
minutes, then, to explain again why they had come together. 
Presbytery was not about to rule with a heavy hand. They 
themselves would make the decision, thoughtfully and 
prayerfully. He explained the procedure, introducing the 
ballot. 

It had been a useful ploy in the Church to confuse the folk 
when it came to the wording on the ballot. Instead of putting 
down a straightforward question requiring a simple yes for an 
affirmative vote and a no for a negative vote, it was thought 
politically astute to word it in much more complicated ways. 
Sometimes double negatives were used. Usually one had to vote 
"No" if one meant yes, and vice versa. The more simple-minded 
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parishioners would not recognize a double negative or similar 
stratagems. 

The ballot read: "Be it resolved, that we, the members of 
St. Mark's United Church, Whitby, do not express a vote of 
confidence in the Rev. Brad Mulligan." 

"If you pass this motion in the affirmative," Harry East 
explained, "then Presbytery will take this to be a request for a 
change, and we shall implement this. If it is passed in the 
negative, it means that you want your minister to stay. So, if 
you do NOT wish to express a vote of confidence, vote YES. If 
you wish Brad to stay, vote NO. Is this clear ?" 

Of course, it should have been clear, put in those simple 
words. East had to explain it, and he did. Still, there were 
always some elderly members whose minds did not work as well as 
they once did, and some folk who did not always listen to every 
word that was said. When they then read the ballot, they would 
be very confused about whether to vote yes or no. Some who 
wanted to vote one way invariably voted the other. This had 
happened over and over again at similar meetings, or when other 
issues were involved. The folk, after the result was announced, 
could not understand why the vote went the way it did, until it 
would begin to dawn on them that they had been had. Invariably 
the chairman would then explain that once a vote was taken, it 
was taken - after all, even Pontius Pilate had said "what I 
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have written, I have written" - and that they really had no 
excuse, as it had all been properly and clearly explained to 
them. 


When the ballots were counted. Brad had lost by ten votes, 
even though he knew that his supporters substantially 
outnumbered his critics. 

Brad went home to Nancy immediately after the meeting, and 
they both cried. He had not deserved this, he said to her 
and she knew it - but this was it, and he had to go. Nancy 
had been on edge for weeks, and she went into hysterics. She 
wept uncontrollably and had to be given a sedative by their 
family physician, who was a personal friend and responded 
quickly to Brad's frantic call for help. 

Brad did not sleep well that night. He knew that he was 
right, and that he should have won. He also knew that the 
system of justice in the Church is not what one should expect 
from a Church that always prates about the importance of being 
just and merciful whenever racial, economic, political or any 
other kind of injustice is perpetrated. 

The next morning Nettie Sinclair, an elderly member of 
Brad's church, said to her husband over breakfast: 

”1 don't know for certain if I voted right last evening, 
Dick. I voted yes. That's the way it was supposed to be, yes 
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for him staying, wasn't it ?" 

"Good Lord, Nettie, you bungled it. East explained it, 
didn't he ? You should have voted no if you wanted to say yes 
to his staying." 

Nettie began to cry, and left the table, terribly upset. 
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CHAPTER IV 

MOVES AND COUNTERMOVES 


Right across the country, in every Presbytery and 
Conference, in some more quickly than in others, lay people and 
clergy were beginning to get caught up in the great debate that 

0nr4-M arCH, 

had now eruptedA on homosexual practice among the clergy. Even 
though all United Church congregations had been requested to 
submit their views on gay ordination to the committee dealing 
with the subject, very few of them actually had. Of those that 
had bothered to comment, only a small fraction had been in 
sympathy with the final recommendations which the committee had 
now published. The majority were frustrated, and were getting 
more and more angry. 

One of the main centres of opposition appeared in the 
Ottawa area. The Rev. Bruce Manning, who together with the 
ethnic Ottawa church he served was extremely upset over the 
issue, decided to make a quick trip to Toronto and try to 
establish contact with likeminded colleagues. He left the 
capital city by train on a rainy evening, and arrived in Toronto 
the next morning. As he stepped out of Union Station onto Front 
Street, a blue sky arched overhead - spring was truly in the 
air now - and it just felt good to be alive. Bruce began to 
feel better after the shock of the last few days since the 
publication of "The Report". He felt that there must be many 
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more ministers like himself, as well as the vast majority of the 
lay people, who would have nothing to do with this proposed 
outrage. He had heard from a friend that Bob Frost had made 
some contacts and called a meeting. He figured that all it 
would take would be some concerted effort, some intelligent 
strategy, some determined moves, and this whole thing would be 
scuttled. 

First, he would talk to some of the staff at Church House 
and sound them out. Then he would make a few phone calls to 
ministers whose names had been suggested to him - he trusted 
they would be sympathetic to his plans - and then, he would go 
on to Niagara Falls. The meeting Frost had called was to be 
held the next day. 

The press, beginning on the day "The Report" was made 
public, was having a field day with the issue. There were 
articles, interviews, and letters to the editor about it in 
every issue of every paper. 

Bruce found his conversations with the brass at Church 
House very unsatisfactory. He noted that just about all of them 
were in agreement with the Report. Very few saw anything at all 
wrong with it. Some were actually militant in their support of 
the gay cause. Bruce was profoundly disturbed, and left Church 
House as one leaves a burning building. There was no point in 
staying. It looked as if help and salvation in this situation 


would have to come from somewhere else. 
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He checked into the downtown Holiday Inn for the night, and 
next morning took a train to the honeymoon capital. The meeting 
was to begin at one o'clock. He had not been in Niagara for 
years. He took the opportunity to walk through the park and 
enjoy the various views of the Falls. How serene, how 
magnificent this was ! For a little while he forgot the trauma 
that had settled on his soul. For a couple of hours he let the 
beauty and peace of it all do him good. 

Bruce liked to walk. Having had a good lunch in the 
Ontario pavilion, he covered the distance to Bob's church in 
less than twenty minutes. He introduced himself to Bob Frost, 
and was introduced to the group of thirty United Church 
ministers who had already gathered in the sanctuary. They sang 
"Guide Me, 0 Thou Great Jehovah;" Bob led them in a prayer for 
help and guidance, and then began: 

"Friends, we all know why we are here. It is just about 
five months to the General Council, and we must get ready. We 
are not going to take this lying down ! We must, we will fight 
back. Our Church has been taken over, as a ship is taken over 
by pirates, and we have got to take it back ! I have not liked 
the direction in which our great denomination has been going for 
some time. We must unite our strengths, and begin doing 
something about it." 


He went on for another fifteen minutes, outlining his 
concerns, suggesting strategy. Most of those in attendance were 
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men. Only two women were present, an indication that the 
majority of female clergy, who were actually quite numerous, had 
been influenced by radical feminism; it was said that many of 
them were also lesbians. 

When the meeting adjourned after four hours, the group had 
several important decisions and plans in place. They would call 
themselves "The Concerned". They would advertise, and contact 
every United Church congregation and every minister with a 
"Declaration of Concern", to be drafted by a small committee of 
high-profile and theologically astute ministers, which was to be 
endorsed by as many more Concerned as could be enlisted before 
the follow-up meeting. The Declaration would uphold the 
authority of the Bible and traditional moral and ethical values. 
At the next meeting, they would all sign the Declaration, and 
seek the signatures of well-known and famous colleagues who 
agreed with them on this issue, no matter what their theological 
stance on other matters might be. They planned to hold a giant 
rally in Toronto in June. 

They constituted a Steering Committee, and set up several 
sub-committees - finance, publicity, theology, organization - 
to get ready for General Council, and to rally the troops. To 
meet the first necessary expenditures for postage, paper, and 
telephoning, each of them donated at least one hundred dollars. 
They meant to get organized right across the country and finally 
stand up against the well-organized and powerful homosexual 
lobby. They were confident that, once their cause would become 
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known, the necessary supporters and money would appear. 

In this assumption, they were right. Their idea caught on 
and spread like a prairie fire. It seemed as if people had just 
been waiting for someone to organize the anti-gay forces. The 
initial Declaration of Concern received the signatures of one 
hundred and forty-eight clergy, and would later add another 
thousand clergy signatures, and thirty times as many lay 
signatures. 

The Church gay lobby, when they heard about what had 
happened in Niagara Falls, became nervous. They knew that the 
majority of Church members did not approve of them. As long as 
they could lull them to sleep and rely on the Church leadership 
to back their cause, all had been well. Now, however, there was 
a new and formidable enemy. Something had to be done about it, 
and that right away. 

Their Executive held an emergency meeting and planned their 
strategy. They would collect as many signatures as possible 
from any famous Church leaders who were on their side - past 
Moderators of General Council, leading theologians, famous 
ministers and professors - and publish them in the Church 
paper, accompanied by a statement praising tolerance, 
understanding, and inclusiveness. 

They needed money. Conferences, Presbyteries and 
individuals would have to be approached for donations. Also, 



100 


they would have to infiltrate "The Concerned". Some of their 
members must attend their meetings and rallies if at all 
possible. There was a great need for spies to be planted in 
strategic positions. This was war ! They had won the first 
battle; they must not become careless now. Victory must be 
theirs at General Council in August. 

The Concerned's Committee on Strategy and Planning also 
decided that they must contact observers who could report on 
activities of the gay lobby and their supporters. They 
collected the names of all those persons who worked in 
Presbytery, Conference and General Council offices who they had 
reason to believe were sympathetic to the Concerned. Sadly, 
there were not very many. These would have to be approached and 
asked to keep their ears and eyes open. The Committee on 
Strategy knew of nobody on their side at the very top level, 
nobody at all. There must be a very few, they thought. But 
they were not sure. The General Council officers, the Executive, 
the Staff, they seemed all solidly for the gay cause. The 
Committee continued to hope that exceptions might be found. 

They had more luck at the Conference level. A few of their 
supporters happened to be in strategic positions. They were to 
make copies or take pictures of any incriminating or helpful 
material and send it to the Concerned's Executive. 

So, both sides began to spy on each other. It was a time 
of cabals, intrigues, moves and countermoves. 
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Since in the world of intelligence and counterintelligence 
one can never trust anybody, or at least not everybody, at the 
next meeting of The Concerned, all strategic material was 
retained by the chairman and the secretary, lest copies fall 
into the wrong hands. There was representation from across the 
country. Thousands of dollars in donations had been mailed in, 
and thousands more were given that day. Folks were glad to give 
to the one organization that could save their Church. 

In the meantime, the Conferences had held their annual 
meetings during the month of May, elected their delegates to 
General Council, and dealt with an unprecedented avalanche of 
petitions concerning "The Report" and the proposed ordination of 
gay and lesbian ministers. 

Petitions are the vehicle by which any member or group of 
members of the Church may try to influence decisions at the top. 
They must be drafted according to a prescribed form, passed on 
through the local church board to the Presbytery, to Conference, 
and finally to the General Council. The local board and the 
Presbytery must forward a petition to the next higher body even 
if they vote non-concurrence. The Conference, if it votes 
non-concurrence, need not forward the petition to General 
Council. In this case, most of the petitions were forwarded by 
the Conferences; as everybody knew, this was a crucial issue. 
"Let the people have their say," that was the word from on high. 
Once before, when this matter had come up, there had been fifty 
petitions, all but one against "gay ordination". This time. 
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there were over eighteen hundred, almost all of them against gay 
ordination. 

The spy network of The Concerned had delivered some 
material. The gay lobby in the Church published a newsletter, 
and a copy of it proved very interesting; so did a flyer from 
British Columbia Conference concerning a Workshop. This 
Conference, at its educational centre, was going to sponsor a 
weekend retreat on native spirituality. Eastern religions, and 
witchcraft. A bona fide witch, a worshipper of the female 
goddess Wicca, was to give lectures and demonstrations. The 
Concerned photocopied this flyer and circulated it among their 
people as a horrifying example of what was happening in and to 
their Church. 

The newsletter, with its shocking articles and poems, was 
also widely circulated. One of the poems was addressed to "My 
Fuck Buddy". It was a paean to gay love. 

"The plant in my garden, 'tis different. 

At its root, it's divided in two. 

But the stem grows up with vigour. 

Ne'er a leaf has it; 

It still stretches toward the light. 

The vermilion crown - full of bursting fury. 

In your hand this plant will quickly grow. 

Between your lips it will swell." 
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There was also a poem obviously penned by a lesbian who had 
the hots for her female minister, and a copy of a letter written 
by a chapter of the gay lobby to a high Conference staff 
officer, thanking him for his considerable help in securing 
financial support for the Cause. 

All of this was grist for the mill of The Concerned. They 
were more determined than ever to attack this cancer - as they 
called it - on the body of the Church, and cut it out. 

John Graham had been elected to the inner circle of The 
Concerned. He was on the Committee For Theological Reflection 
And Education. He knew that The Concerned had the incredible 
task of saving the Church, which was under attack from within. 

It should not be all that difficult to rout the opposition, he 
thought. The folk are on our side. But time was becoming of 
the essence, as General Council was only a little over four 
months away. They had to work fast. 

But they had difficulties they were unaware of until later. 

When their carefully-worded Declaration of Concern went out 
to all congregations, signed by many prominent United Churchmen 
from the theological left to the right, many ministers and even 
church secretaries, to whom the letter addressed to the 
congregation came, read it and discarded it. Thus, the members 
of some congregations remained unaware of the letter, having 
received no opportunity to see, read, or sign it. The Church 
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numbered some eight hundred thousand members. The Declaration 
was to have been signed by as many members of the Church as 
possible, indicating agreement, and returned to John. 
Nevertheless, some thirty thousand signatures were collected 
from lay people and ministers. This was considered a good start 
on the effort to thwart the homosexuals from worming their way 
into the ministry, as John used to put it. He knew, of course, 
that some practicing gays and lesbians were his colleagues 
already; but that, he thought, was just an unfortunate 
development, which must not be given the official endorsement of 
the Church. It must, in fact, be reversed. 

It also came to John's attention that many ministers 
refused to help their members and Boards draw up their petitions 
in the proper form, so that whatever faulty statement the 
congregation managed to send along through the channels was 
often discarded on the way, as it was not correctly drafted. 

Most ministers would not allow material from The Concerned to be 
posted on their church bulletin boards. The clergy were the 
recipients of most of this mail, and they could censor it simply 
by discarding it. So many congregations did nothing, never 
knowing how The Concerned could have helped them, and hoping 
that the issue would somehow go away. 

Many congregations, especially in the London area where 
they were encouraged by the remarks of some Presbytery officers, 
began to hold back on their contributions to the wider work of 
the Church. This caused one of the more prominent national 
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Staff members to visit this ecclesiastical jurisdiction, and 
inform them that any officer, no matter how highly placed, 
caught advocating such a boycott would be subject to 
disciplinary action. The folk who heard about this either 
laughed or frowned, according to their natures, and reflected 
that after all, the not inconsiderable Staff salaries were paid 
from that same Fund ! 

All along, the Staff at Church House had been pushing "The 
Report". From the day it had been released in March, they felt 
it was their duty to act as a kind of midwife so that it might 
be born into the life of the Church in August. They, together 
with some Conference leaders, had seen to it that the right 
theme speakers went to the Conferences, addressing the assembled 
delegates in subtle and not-so-subtle ways, attempting to swing 
the opinions of the many who were opposed, and certainly to 
reaffirm the convictions of those who agreed that gays and 
lesbians should be ordained. 

Now the time had come to appoint the committee that would 
sift through the almost two thousand petitions, and make its 
recommendation to the General Council. The selection of this 
committee was crucial. By now, the Conferences had elected all 
their delegates, and from them this committee which would deal 
with "The Report" in the first instance would have to be chosen. 
Some Conferences in the East had been very particular in the way 
they elected their delegates, demanding that the nominees 
declare their stand, then electing those who were opposed to 
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"The Report". Other Conferences had done just the opposite. 

The Church was already divided. 

At Church House, a small committee of staff members made 
the selection from nearly four hundred delegates. They chose a 
few known anti-homosexual persons, but the majority of the 
Petitions Committee members they finally agreed upon were 
definitely pro-gay, or professed to be neutral. Two known 
self-declared homosexuals were assigned to assist the Committee 
in its deliberations at General Council. They had no vote, but 
could speak. Nothing was being left to chance. The gay agenda 
was being followed, and followed in a doggedly determined way. 

Many congregations held information meetings. Usually they 
had a doctor or a nurse address the interested folk who came 
out. The medical people usually tended to be sympathetic to 
homosexuals. Since this was generally known, in order to be 
fair, somebody who was opposed to what had by now become known 
as "gay ordination" would be chosen to give the other side. A 
straw vote was often taken after the speeches and the 
discussion. Usually at least eighty percent of those present 
were against anything homosexual, especially "gay ordination". 

If their Conference delegate was one of those chosen to go to 
General Council, they also instructed that person to vote in 
accordance with the majority of their congregation - "the 
right way. " 


By May, and more so by June the whole Church, indeed the 
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whole country was caught up in the great debate. "The Report" 
was generally condemned as being less than Christian in its 
philosophy. Most of the parish clergy, and almost all of the 
administrative "staff" clergy did not see anything wrong with 
it. This created a problem for the average Church members. 

They could not understand why their ministers - who, after all, 
were supposed to uphold the biblical, Judeo - Christian moral 
standards - were in favour of the gay and lesbian life style. 
The clergy who wanted to ignore the issue and sit on the fence 
were suspected of being in with the gays. Life became fairly 
difficult for many ministers; tensions arose in the life of the 
Church. A few members were leaving for other denominations 
already. Some ministers who were with The Concerned began to 
issue their own statements in conjunction with likeminded 
colleagues, condemning "The Report". Two or three "Confessions" 
statements of faith - were drafted by ministers, 
re-emphasizing the traditional orthodox stand. 

The good ship United began to rock, pitch and roll in what 
had become very turbulent waters. 

In a parish near John Graham's, an elderly retired 
minister, the Rev. Ignatius Hopkin, was serving on an interim 
basis, giving the folk a chance to call a regular minister. They 
had had a turbulent time when their previous clergyman left his 
wife to live with a prominent female church member. In this 
case, the Presbytery had moved swiftly and advised the man to 
resign from the ministry, as they could not countenance his 
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behaviour and would have to lay a disciplinary charge against 
him. He took their advice, resigned, moved to another city and 
went into teaching. Had he left his wife for another man, the 
Presbytery would have ignored the situation, or might have been 
sympathetic and supportive to all concerned. This was the 
irony. 

The interim minister Rev. Hopkin, though not gay himself, 
was nevertheless sympathetic to the gay cause. He was a married 
man, and his conduct was irreproachable. He did, however, 
preach one sermon defending "The Report". There was an 
immediate uproar. 

One irate mother 'phoned him up and gave him an earful. 

How dare he tolerate and advocate homosexual behaviour ? Her 
own son, fourteen years old, had just been victimized by a bunch 
of perverts, who took pains to introduce him to the so-called 
gay life. Luckily, her son had enough sense to break away from 
them and tell his parents about it. She expected something 
different from her Church, and would not stand for this outrage. 
It would have been bad enough if a bunch of girls had tried to 
seduce him, but young men - it was just beyond belief that the 
Church should be condoning all this. 

In vain did Ignatius try to explain that this was not what 
the Church had in mind at all. Only responsible, permanent 
relationships between consenting adults were intended. This did 
not cut any ice with the caller. To her, it was all the 
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same, one leading to the other, and she would have no part of 
it. And yes, while she was talking to him, would he take her 
name off the church membership roll right away, because as of 
now, she quit ! 

The church Board met in an emergency meeting, and demanded 
his resignation. Presbytery representatives came and tried to 
smooth things over, to no avail. The Rev. Hopkin had to go; but 
since he had a contract for a year, the parish would have to 
keep him on the payroll until the end of June, while getting 
their services from a lay preacher appointed by the Presbytery. 
Ignatius Hopkin, retired clergyman, who went to bat for the gay 
cause, was sixty-seven years old. 

The news came very quickly to John by way of that ancient 
country town institution called The Grapevine, and he confirmed 
it the next day by talking to Ignatius himself. That evening 
John and Jo conducted the following conversation over dinner: 

John: "I don't understand how Hopkin can be pro-gay, old 

as he is ! But there are so many of my older colleagues who are 
all for them." 

Jo: "No fool like an old fool." 

John: "That saying applies to quite another matter, more 

of a heterosexual situation. But never mind." 
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Jo: "I went to the Presbyter ial women's rally this 

morning, and introduced a resolution opposing gay ordination. 

It passed with only two negative votes, out of seventy or so. I 
expected it to be sent on to the regional women's meeting, but 
since I hadn't given notice of motion before, the chair said it 
couldn't be sent on. We got it into the press, though." 

John: "I know that our women are dead against this 

homosexual nonsense. Who is your Chairwoman ?" 

Jo: "Janet Brown." 

John: "Oh, that one ! She is probably a lesbian, 

herself. " 

Jo: "How would you know ?" 

John: "I heard her make a speech once, at a workshop on 

AIDS, and she just struck me like that. I could be wrong. 
Anyway, it happens so often, strange as it is - the leaders 
are usually on one side of the issue, the rank and file are on 
the other." 

Jo: "You are jumping to conclusions." 

John: "Maybe." 


They had dessert, then went and sat on the couch to watch 
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the six o'clock news, sipping coffee. Brandy, having finished 
her supper in the kitchen, and not being allowed in the dining 
room, heard them go. She came in and gave each of them a dainty 
thank-you lick. Then, sighing happily, she arranged herself on 
their feet. 


The Rev. Ruth Keenan and her friend Eileen were having a 
late dinner in the manse . They managed to meet twice a week or 
so, as they lived only some fifteen kilometers apart. They had 
been lovers for years, and longed for the day when they could be 
out in the open, for all the world to see, as far as their 
relationship was concerned. The climate in Ruth's parish was 
such that she dared not have Eileen move in with her, although 
she knew of many gays and lesbians who had live-in partners and 
somehow got away with it. Some congregations were more 
understanding than others. 

Anyway it seemed to be easier to have a homosexual live-in 
lover than a heterosexual one, or so Ruth had been told by some 
of her heterosexual colleagues who dared not live with their 
lovers, and by one or two who had tried, but had to leave their 
parish over it. 

The heterosexuals could always get married, legitimize 
their relationship, and then live together in bliss, finding 
their emotional and sexual satisfaction in and with each other. 
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But what of the homosexuals ? 

They could not get married; they could not cohabitate 
undisturbed, with the blessing of Church and community. 

They had to hide their encounters, always afraid of being 
discovered. 

After Ruth and Eileen finished dining, they went, as was 
their custom, to the bedroom. Quickly they undressed, and went 
to bed together. 

They lay there for a long time, just cuddling. Their 
lovemaking was always leisurely. This was the difference, Ruth 
often thought, between heterosexual and lesbian love. Men were 
always in a hurry to get it over with; two women could pleasure 
each other by the hour. First one breast, then the other; 
lingering, soft kisses; intense delights; prolonged playing; the 
rhythms of love, always varied, always varying, incandescent, 
glowing, exploding. 

It went on and on. No man could be trusted to give 
pleasure like this. 

They continued their lovely libidinous game until midnight, 
then slept in each other's arms for an hour. The sad part, they 
always felt, was that they could not spend the whole night 
together. Some day, this all would change; some day, their 
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relationship would be legitimized by the Church. 

But that time had not yet come. Eileen rose, dressed 
quickly, left the manse at 1:15 A.M. , and set out on the drive 
home. There was a fine drizzle coming down. The traffic was 
light. She wondered again, as she had so many times, why she 
could not stay overnight with her lover ? After all, if it is a 
matter of keeping tongues from wagging, would they really mind a 
woman staying overnight with another woman ? Had folk become 
that suspicious ? 

But then, she asked herself, what is the difference between 
spending an evening together with one's lover, and spending the 
whole night ? And she remembered her mother's stories of her 
university days, especially the one about the argument the 
ladies' dorm residents had with the Dean of Women over 
boyfriends' visiting hours in the dorm; and how one of the 
residents would go to bed with her boyfriend in the early 
evening, saying: You can fornicate just as easily at 4 P.M. or 
7 P.M. , as at 2 A.M. 

Eileen smiled to herself. But some day, she thought, some 
day we will come out of the damned closet. All of us. We are 


here to stay. 
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The Rev. David Grant had served a two-point parish in the 
Muskoka District for five years. He had run into no major 
problems in his parish work; he got along with most of the 
members and adherents whom he served. In the summer he met many 
tourists and cottagers who spent their vacation time around his 
churches on the lakes, and many came for the Sunday services. 

He was in his mid-thirties, married to Helen, with two 
children, three and five, a boy and a girl. He was liberal in 
his theology and liberal in many other ways. He had to hide 
some of his more unconventional behaviour from his parishioners, 
as they were average United Church, not too conservative and not 
too modern. They were not beyond taking in a Bingo or having a 
drink - the old-fashioned temperance emphasis in the Church 
had suffered from benign neglect for some time - but they 
voted Conservative in elections, and paid at least lip service 
to a conventional sexual morality. They worked hard, and did not 
believe in foolishly parting with their money. There were, of 
course, marriage breakups, divorces and remarriages among his 
parishioners, often among those of whom one would have least 
expected anything like that; and there was the occasional drug 
problem among teens. Occasionally a single young woman would 
become pregnant. 

David, though, had some rather radical notions which he was 
obliged to keep to himself. He voted the "socialist" ticket in 
elections; he sometimes bent the elbow just a bit too much, once 
almost getting drunk at a wedding reception; and he was a 
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nudist . 

Actually, it was Helen who was much more liberally-minded 
than he. She had been brought up a nudist by her parents, and 
when he had met and married her, had convinced him of the 
virtues of this life style - in the home, and in nudist parks 
and beaches when on trips - as well as selling him on the 
political left. 


He went once a month to the local Ministerial Association 
meetings, which included the clergy of other denominations. He 
also met monthly with three neighbouring United Church 
colleagues: with Lome, a bachelor on the verge of thirty; 

Rick, forty years old and married; and Shirley, in her early 
sixties and married to a tourist operator. Shirley had been 
minister of her parish for thirty years, a somewhat unusual 
length of time in the denomination. 

Today was the first Tuesday of the month, when the four 
United Church colleagues customarily met. It was Rick's turn to 
play host. Everyone had arrived by 10:15 A.M. Rick's wife 
Karen, ten years younger than he - was ready with tea and 
coffee, ice cream and cake. It was humid, close and about to 
rain. They had planned to sit out in the garden behind the 
manse, but decided to go inside. 

David: "Well, I guess there is really only one topic !" 
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Lome: "The same topic all over the country ! " 

Shirley: "Did you read in the Globe this morning, what the 
Moderator said ?” 

They had not read the Globe. 

Shirley: "The Moderator said that the General Council will 
make a just and wise decision on the issue." 

David: "I hope so; but what I consider just and wise may 

not be the same as what General Council deems just and wise." 

Lome: "I know that some of the top guns from Toronto and 

from the west coast are really pushing this thing. They come up 
with the weirdest arguments." 

Shirley: "Yes, I know. And I sometimes wonder whose side 
we are on as a Church, God's, or the devil's." 

Rick: "Things are not that simple. There are gays and 

lesbians out there. They have needs and rights." 

Shirley: "Yes, it's a free country. But as we know, 
'ordination is not a human right, it is a rite of the church, ' 
to quote Big George from Burlington." 


David: "That was a brilliant slogan. We'll have to use 
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that again and again, when they talk about the Charter, and 
civil rights, and all that." 

Shirley: "I could have done without this issue. How did we 
get into it anyway ? Why would anybody, being homosexual, want 
to go into the ministry ?" 

Rick: "I am not all that much against ordaining them. I 

mean to say: Homosexual orientation is not exactly a cancer to 
be cut out, as some suggest. They say: Go to a psychiatrist, 
go to get therapy. Why don't they look at it as a good gift 
from God, as the Report suggests ? To get rid of it just like 
that isn't all that simple, from what one hears, and if someone 
is like that, maybe they don't want to change. Why should they 
anyway ?" 

David: "That's a lot of bull. I have absolutely no 

sympathy for homos, and I'll tell you why. I could have been 
one. I got mixed up in my younger years with gays, and it is 
just a good thing I cut loose ftom them, or else I would not 
have a wife and kids today." 

Shirley: "How did you get out of it ?" 

David: "It was the influence of the Church. In those 

days, we still had standards. The trumpet gave a certain sound. 
I read the Bible. I tell you one thing, if I had been in a 
Church then that is like the United Church today, I would be gay 
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too, no question about it. Damn it ! That's why I am so mad at 
this whole stupid business. It's just unreal what's happening/" 


It started to rain, and a distant rolling of thunder could 
be heard. There was silence for several moments. David 
continued: 

"All this claptrap about how artistic they are, and all 
that. Hell, I aim artistic too. I paint, and I can play the 
violin, and no thanks to them, I aim a fanatical heterosexual 
now. In fact, my wife is into drawing and painting too 
that's where we met - in art school - and she has never been 
a lesbian. Quite the contrary !" 

It had become quite dark, and Rick turned a few lights on. 

He had become rather distant during the last few minutes. 

Lome had not contributed much to the conversation. He had 
somewhat of a reputation as a ladies' man. Naturally, being a 
bachelor, and a very eligible one at that, he was the object of 
many a womanly glance. There were several mothers who thought 
he would make a splendid son-in -law. So far though, while he 
dated many of his female parishioners in their late teens and 
early twenties, he had not committed himself. He was somewhat 
free in the way he bestowed his affection on his dates, which 
was appreciated by some, but not by all. 
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He was not particularly circumspect even with some of the 
married women in his parish. He kissed and hugged them whenever 
they could thusly be greeted - although it was never a matter 
of long absences. He had earned himself the nickname of 'lover 
boy'. Somehow, this rather forward behaviour was tolerated, 
perhaps because he was a capable and devoted pastor. When, the 
year before, a tragic drowning occurred in the parish, the 
victim being an only, ten-year-old child, he went all out in his 
pastoral care, and made all the difference to the despairing 
parents. They somehow found they could go on. He was a 
mainstay to them. So, he was forgiven some of his more 
unconventional moves on other occasions. He had actually taken 
two of his girlfriends to bed since Easter. They, however, were 
not the kind to kiss, or even to copulate, and tell. Had they 
told, it would have been doubtful that any charge would have 
been laid against him. After all, the Church tolerated 
homosexuals who slept together. Lome was somewhat more 
tolerant of gays and lesbians than David, never having had 
David's experience. 

Still, he did not like what was happening in the Church, 
and would have preferred it had the issue just gone away. He 
saw no point in giving any encouragement to the homosexual 
lifestyle. If there were people like that, he was not going to 
make a big thing of it; but he was not in favour of an official 
Church endorsement. Unlike David and Shirley, he had not joined 
The Concerned, since one of the planks in their platform 
advocated loving celibacy before marriage, and loving fidelity 
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in marriage. He was no hypocrite. To him sex was good, but it 
was better to have heterosexual sex; and sex need not have to 
wait until after a marriage ceremony, as far as he was 
concerned. 

Lome now began to expound his views along these lines. "I 
knew this woman who had a boyfriend. She said she was not a 
slut, but she had a need for sex, and her boyfriend fulfilled 
this need. She was faithful to him. She was a person you could 
trust, and who would never hurt you. She was a good Church 
member. Who is to say she should quit having sex ? And why ?" 

There was a blinding lightning flash and a simultaneous 
peal of thunder that shook the house . 

Rick, as if to move the conversation away from sex, 
commented that the rain was welcome, all right, but a flood was 
not necessary. The rain came down now in sheets. 

Shirley thought about Lome's comments and thought that, 
after all, she should - like any good minister - uphold the 
traditional moral values in word and deed, but she remained 
silent. There were many colleagues who were firm believers in 
situation ethics, or contextual theology. To them it was only 
the situation that counted when it came to making moral 
decisions, not the word written in stone or anywhere else. If 
the context allowed or even demanded the telling of a lie, then 
by all means, tell it. It it demanded killing, then kill - as 
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their hero Dietrich Bonhoeffer had decided that the situation 
demanded the killing of Hitler. If the situation suggested that 
a loving embrace might be in order, then go ahead. She, being 
of the old school, did not go along with this approach which had 
been popularized by Fletcher in the sixties, although there were 
many older ministers, some of them older than she, who were 
pro-gay. 

She had heard rumours about Lome. Some of his more 
apprehensive parishioners had told her - she being in the 
neighbouring parish, and knowing many of Lome's members - 
that he was always out for an opportunity to get into women's 
pants. She figured he was walking on thin ice and he ought to 
be careful. Some day she would tell him - in private. 

David, after this silence, said: "Rain or shine, this is a 
good time in the Church to think about sexual matters. We have 
been silent about this subject for too long. I remember, after 
the Halifax General Council in 1980, how everybody was supposed 
to study sex; remember, God made us 'In His Image: Male and 
Female'." This was the great United Church discovery. We were 
male and female, and we were supposed to study the implications 
of this. Well, some did; many didn't. The upshot was: 'Sex is 
good - ahhh, sex in marriage is good. But: Who is to say that 
ANY kind of sex is not good ?' I suspect that this subject was 
pushed even then by the gay lobby. It was their opening salvo. 
The thin edge of the wedge." 
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"You are right," Shirley jumped in. "This was their 
strategy, their agenda. They had first to convince us 
heterosexuals that sex was good - as many still had 
reservations about that, you know, even married sex - wives 
undressing in the closet, making love only with the lights out, 
that sort of thing. Then, after convincing us that there is 
nothing wrong with good sex in the marriage bed - the marriage 
bed is undefiled, the Bible says - they were going to move on 
to homosexual sex. How clever of them !" Then she added, 

"But they haven't altogether succeeded yet, though God 
knows, they're trying. Are you guys going to the rally of the 
Concerned next week ? I am going." 

David said that he might go if he could get away. Then he 
observed, "I guess it was necessary to make the point that sex 
in its proper context is OK. It's just funny that - after all 
those centuries since St. Augustine - we still did not know 
that . " 

The group broke up shortly after noon. They drove home to 
their respective manses with the sun shining and the temperature 
rising. The thunderstorm had moved along. 


Helen was a housewife of the old school. A member of 
R.E.A.L. Women, she did not believe in working outside the home 
as long as the children needed her. She was also eager and 
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ready to please her husband in every way. She had exceptionally 
demanding sexual desires, and had actually from time to time 
followed the advice of that born-again Christian lady who 
counselled her sisters to be as sexy as can be when greeting 
their husbands at the door, and to make love with playful 
abandon in the bedroom. Helen, on this occasion - with the 
children being in school - greeted David, as he entered the 
front door, in nothing but an apron. She kissed him as she had 
kissed him a thousand times, a deep, moist, lingering, devouring 
salute to his manhood. He knew the children were at school. She 
undid her apron, he removed his shirt and trousers, his shoes, 
shorts and socks. They made love right there on the living room 
floor. It was a good thing the air conditioner was on. 


The next day Rick arrived at a decision. He would quit 
living a double life, a life of hypocrisy. It just would not 
work. His marriage was over. He simply could not pretend to be 
a heterosexual any longer, when he was not. Unbeknown to his 
wife, he had renewed his affair with Peter, a friend and lover 
of many years. Peter lived an hour's drive away from Rick's 
parish, and usually they managed to see each other once or twice 
a week. Whenever Rick - reluctantly but bravely - made love 
to Karen, he pretended that it was Peter in bed with him. There 
was just no comparison between gay love and the connubial sex he 
was supposed to enjoy ! He had to tell her - and he did. 
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She was devastated. She had never suspected this. They 
would have to get divorced under some pretext, he told her. He 
would look after her financial needs. Furthermore, there was no 
point in prolonging the sham. He was going to give notice to 
the parish. After the three months required for the giving of 
this notice, he would move out. 

Peter was quite affluent, and could support him for awhile. 

He was a salesman for a computer manufacturer, and did well. He 
had to go travelling quite often, and somehow they would manage 
to live together, once Rick got himself a new church. He told 
all this to his mate of eight years. He was not going to sleep 
with her any more, he said - and would she please act like an 
adult, and not compromise him ? He couldn't help it, and they 
would both be better off. She could find herself another 
husband, who could love and satisfy her better than he ever 
could. 

It took Karen a whole week to digest all of this. She was 
deeply hurt, and at first cried even in her sleep; but slowly 
she brought herself to the point of accepting it. Funny, she 
thought; some husbands leave their wives for the other woman; 
mine is going to leave me for the other man ! She made up her 
mind to be kind and pleasant to him during the three coming 
months, and indeed "to act like an adult" as he had said. She 
made a list so that each week on shopping day she would buy the 
ingredients for some of his favourite meals, but not for every 
day. She didn't want to be obvious. If a tear or two fell as 
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she wrote, nobody was there to see. She also forbade herself to 
confide in anyone. Who is the minister of the minister's wife ? 
So she told her troubles to the Lord, Who knew them already; but 
the telling made her pain a little less day by day, and the deep 
bruise to her womanly self-esteem began to heal. 

Rick, however, felt obliged to explain his move to the 
Presbytery committee which would process his "request for a 
change of pastoral relations" and help the parish find a new 
minister. He had expected understanding and emotional support 
at least from his clergy colleagues, and he bitterly resented 
the smug, holier-than-thou attitudes of some of them. What did 
they know ? Had they ever been in his shoes ? Yes, David had 
said he had been; but, as everyone knew, true homosexuals simply 
cannot change, and anybody who does was not really gay. Rick 
began to feel hatred toward David and people like him. They had 
to be slapped down by the General Council, that was all that was 
to it. 

The unsigned greeting card David received in the mail, in 
an envelope without a return address, stunned him. It arrived 
three days after the Presbytery meeting. 

On the front it bore a caricature of a prim, middle-aged 
lady, wearing a hat and gloves and holding a Bible, and the 
words JESUS LOVES YOU. Inside, there was this inscription: 


BUT THE REST OF US THINK YOU ARE AN ASS HOLE. 
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There had been reports about the Moderator receiving hate 
mail from anti-gays. Apparently, hate mail could flow both 
ways. 


David had decided to attend The Concerned rally in Toronto. 

He would perform a wedding on Saturday, conduct the worship 
services on Sunday, then leave afterward with Helen and the 
children and stop on the way at their favourite nudist park. He 
would leave the children and Helen there, while he went on to 
the giant rally on Tuesday. 


Lome loved the evening services which he conducted during 
the summer months in a small chapel on one of the many islands 
in his favourite lake. Cottagers and tourists came in their 
boats, as did Lome himself. The attendance was fair. Usually 
there were about forty worshippers who also had come to look 
forward to this way of ending the weekend. They seemed to 
appreciate Lome's sermons. He was an excellent preacher as 
well as a caring pastor. On this evening the sermon he preached 
was about the Christian's responsibilities to his fellow 
creatures both human and animal, and to the environment in 
general, and the stewardship which regards the earth, the land, 
the water as precious gifts from God, not to be polluted, 
squandered, or otherwise abused. He concluded: 

"Let us, then, look after this garden, this Eden into which 
the Lord has placed us to care for it and to till it. Let us 
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especially preserve this precious and beautiful paradise, which 
it is our privilege to enjoy. Amen." 

The congregation sang the evening hymn "Day is Dying in the 
West" and, after the benediction, talked with Lome and with one 
another for a while, and then began to set off in their boats 
for their cottages, tourist camps or tenting sites. It was a 
clear evening, and it all seemed so lovely, inspiring, and 
fitting. Someone in a slow-moving boat began to sing, and people 
in the other boats took it up, so that the music came back 
across the water, gradually dying away. 

One of the regular worshippers was Rose Winters, 
thirty-eight. Her marriage had not worked out, the temperaments 
having been too diverse. They had separated just after the 
beginning of the year; Jim stayed in the house in town, and 
pursued his law practice; Rose moved into the winterized 
cottage. The divorce proceedings would take some time, as they 
were based on a simple marriage breakdown. Lome had counselled 
Rose during her difficulties, and was a frequent guest at the 
cottage. To him, she was simply a parishioner who needed his 
help. She was of average height, with a trim figure which she 
kept by daily swimming and aerobics; she was pretty rather than 
beautiful . 

Rose waved to him now from her boat, and he made ready to 
follow. She had invited him to her place for coffee - "or 
something a bit stronger, as the case may be." He had accepted 
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the invitation, but he would arrive later. First he would take 
his boat back to the ramp, and load it on its trailer, then 
drive his car to Rose's cottage, which was easily accessible by 
road. By 9:30 P.M. the two of them were relaxing on the 
verandah, each with a tall rum and Pepsi. 

The evenings were long now. After a while, the moon peeked 
over the treetops across the lake, then rose leisurely above 
them and cast a silver shimmer over their world. A boat motor 
could be heard in the distance, and then it became very quiet. 

A fish jumped somewhere; the eerie, haunting cry of a loon 
carried across the water; katydids chirped, and an owl hooted in 
the forest. Rose and Lome were quiet; they sat, enjoying the 
scene, and listening to the lovely sounds of summer. It was an 
enchanting moment. 

Lome had no particular female attachments just then; his 
former girl friends had broken off with him. He was ready for a 
new romance, and so was Rose. She had always felt attracted to 
younger men; her husband was four years her junior. 

And so it happened that those mysterious forces that cause 
a man and a woman to be attracted to each other, forces with 
which both were familiar, once again exerted their mystical 
influence, and quietly drew the two together, like two magnets 
of opposite polarities. And the two followed willingly; Lome, 
because he had no particular scruples concerning this behaviour, 
and Rose, because she ignored hers. 



129 


They had sat quietly beside each other for perhaps three 
minutes without saying a word, when Rose softly said, "Lome, I 
am attracted to you." 

He was silent for a moment, then in astonishment replied, 

"I think something is happening to me too. You are an 
attractive woman, and I could fall for you." 

She reached over and felt for his hand, which he readily 
placed in hers. They sat like that for a little while; then 
Rose said, 

"Let's go for a swim." 

"I haven't got my bathing suit with me." 

"Who needs a bathing suit ?!" 

She winked at him, got up, and disappeared into the house. 
He was somewhat taken aback and did not quite know what to do. 
After not more than a minute, she came back, wrapped in a towel. 

"Go ahead, Lome. Get undressed. We are alone here. The 
nearest cottage is five hundred feet away, and here in the bay 
we are in a blind spot. Nobody can see us." 

Lome said to himself: Why not ? and undressed quickly. 

She dropped the towel. Their eyes scanned each other in the 
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pale moonlight, which bathed their bodies with a silvery tint. 
She took his hand, and led him down the flagstones to the dock. 
Still holding hands, they both ran the length of it and Jumped 
into the lake. The moon cast her silver band across the water 
straight towards them, and they swam in it, side by side. 
Silently they parted the water with steady strokes, each musing 
as to the peculiar turn of events. At last Rose said, with a 
little gasp: 

"I think I am getting tired. I am not that good a 
swimmer. " 

"No problem," Lome responded. "Do you know the tired 
swimmer's position ?" 

"No ! " 

"Turn on your back, and float." She complied, while Lome 
backed up and positioned himself Just off her feet, which were 
slightly submerged. "Now, I'll swim on top of you - let your 
legs float along my body, and get hold of my shoulders with your 
hands - Just put your hands on my shoulders, put your head 
back, and relax. I'll do the rest." 

With one vigorous stroke he swam on top of her - he 
briefly touched her breasts with his chest, then she fell away 
from him at an angle of about forty-five degrees, with her hands 
on his shoulders, her arms not quite straight, so that their 
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heads were close together. He swam carefully back toward the 
cottage, gently pushing her through the water, his gaze mostly 
on her face. Her eyes were closed. Lome maneuvred himself and 
his tired swimmer towards the dock. When Rose scraped the lake 
bottom in the shallow water she released her grip on Lome, and 
they stood up together in the calm, waist-deep water. 

"That was fun," she whispered. 

"Let's go inside. I am chilly. You must be, too." 

They clambered on shore and slowly walked towards the 
cottage. Once inside. Rose turned on the light and fetched a 
couple of towels - she had left hers on the dock - tossed 
one to Lome, and went into the bathroom. It was then that he 
realized he had left his clothes on the dock. He was about to 
head back outside to retrieve his apparel, when Rose emerged 
from the bathroom, dressed in a robe. He stood there, naked, 
with the towel round his waist. She looked at him intently. 

Not having been with a man for months, she was resolved not to 
let this opportunity go by. It should not be too difficult, she 
thought. Lome felt mixed emotions. This all happened so fast. 
Did she really have designs on him ? Or was it just a friendly 
skinny dip ? 

Aloud he said, "Don't you think this is a somewhat strange 


situation. Rose ?" 
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"Strange ? No ! I told you before: I am attracted to 

you . " 


"I can't deny that you have a certain attraction for me, 
too." He dropped the towel and slowly approached her; she stood 
about fifteen feet away. When he stood before her, the scepter 
of his ardour stood erect. She undid the knot of her belt and 
drew the robe apart in front, holding it for a second. Lome 
helped her out of it. He took her hands and kissed her, just a 
light kiss, quick and gentle. Then he stepped back still holding 
her hands, and they looked at each other. He drew her close, 
and began kissing her forehead, her cheeks, her lips, her arms, 
her breasts, her belly. She took his hand and led him to a 
bedroom then, where they cuddled, kissed, stroked, and pleasured 
each other in a multitude of ways, giving vocal expression to 
their mutual delight. 

"I suppose," Lome whispered into her ear, "you are going 
to ask me now to put on a condom; that is the way things are 
supposed to be done these days . " 

"I don't have any," she said. "Do you ?" 

"No ! " 


"I trust you; I'm sure you don't have AIDS. You are not 
gay, I know that much ! As for getting pregnant, I am still on 


the pill . “ 
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"Oh ! How many men have you been sleeping with lately ?" 

"None of your business; but I "11 tell you, since my husband 
left me, I have had no sex.” 

"Why still be on the pill, then ?" 

She groaned deeply as Lome's deft fingers busily played in 
her nether folds. Gently but relentlessly his silken delicate 
ministrations had brought her to the point of no return. He 
must enter her now. "Come now, and I'll tell you later why I am 
still on the pill. Quit talking now." 

He complied, gladly and without needing any further 
invitation. He thought that, at least the more radical 
feminists would have to approve of his style. He did not enter 
the woman until asked to. He did not impose himself on her; 
although, had she not asked for him to do it, he could not have 
restrained himself much longer. 

They were both so advanced in their desire and need for 
release that it took merely two minutes and he felt her shudder, 
raking her long, tapered fingernails over his back. She arched 
upwards, and he, looking at her, saw her face distorted as if in 
pain, eyes closed, lips parted - and from them the little 
coital cries were coming forth - the symptoms of ecstasy and 
pain being identical. Within seconds he had joined her in 


shuddering delight. 
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They lay for long time without moving, enjoying the 
afterglow. 

"I thought my husband might come back to me and make love 
to me... but he never did," she softly said. 

"What are you... oh, about the Pill ?" 

"Yes. And frankly, a woman in my position had better be 
prepared. Look at us right now. Who would have thought this 
could happen, just four hours ago ?" 

"C'est la vie, ma cherie !" 

They released and lay beside each other. "Sex is good, 
isn't it ? It's a good gift of God," she mused. 

"Let's go outside and look at the stars," Lome suggested, 
after a while. They got out of bed, made their way to the 
cottage door, and stepped out onto the deck, naked, hand in 
hand. They looked up at the galaxy. The moon had already 
passed the zenith; its light blotted out most of the stars, but 
the better-known and brighter ones were clearly identifiable. 
Vega was right above them. Lome said in a low voice, 

"As we stand here we are racing, together with the entire 
solar system towards Vega up there. Everything is moving, 
moving fast, but we have had our profound rest in each other." 
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"Yes. We have found the perfect rest, in each other, at 
least for a few hours. It was so beautiful, Lome." She gazed 
out over the water, then said in a troubled tone, "I read the 
statement of The Concerned the other day. They may be right in 
the way they are against homosexuality; but they also set up 
strict rules for heterosexuals." She looked at him. 

Lome was in no particular mood to pursue this subject. He 
had just made love to one of his parishioners, he single, she 
still married. Why not just enjoy the moment, and not engage in 
what he considered futile reasoning and rationalization ? Aloud 
he said, "My dear, it happened; it was good, it was glorious. 
Let's not spoil it now. Let's just sit here for a while and 
look at the night sky." He fetched the towel Rose had left 
there earlier and spread it on a two-seater, on which they then 
sat. The air was just a touch cool, but bearably so. A breeze 
was very gently wafting through the treetops. 

"I wonder," said Rose, "whether there are creatures up 
there somewhere, looking down on us, as we look up at them - 
if they are there ?" 

"That is a problem which both the theologians and the 
astronomers are trying to solve. It appears probable that we 
are not alone. But it would take many years for them to see 
what we do, and for us to see them - light years, you know." 


"I wonder if they have as much fun making love as we do ? 
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"I don't know. But if there are angels out there, well, 
Jesus said they don't marry." As an afterthought he added: 

"And Jesus said we shall be like the angels ! " 

"How dull ! No sex in Heaven ! 

"And no dogs. Those were Mark Twain's sentiments. Maybe 
we should take advantage of our terrestrial state, and enjoy it 
as often as we can. Did you ever do it out here, under the 
stars ?" 

"Oh yes ! Many times. In the summer on a warm night, right 
here on a deck chair cushion, or down there by the beach, on a 
blanket." She paused. A shadow of sadness crossed her face. 

"We had good times. I wonder why we split up. Isn't it silly 
to split up for trivial reasons ?" 

"It depends on what you mean by trivial reasons. Some 
people think infidelity is a cogent reason; some don't. The 
ancient Jewish rabbis had two schools of thought; one was very 
strict, allowing divorce only for adultery; the other allowed it 
for any silly reason." 

"Well, if my husband were still with me, I would not have 
gone to bed with you tonight. But that was an experience to 
remember." She patted his hand. "Why don't you and I do it 
again, here on the deck ? It's special, outside, under the 
stars." She smiled. "I am ready for a second. And seconds are 
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sometimes even better." She looked at him and saw that he was 
not ready; she gently touched, stroked and pressed him. He 
turned toward her; they stood, and kissed; he clasped her slim 
buttocks, and they stood for over a minute, a frozen statue of 
two welded-together bodies. The moon moved behind a cloud. 

He bent, and laid his head on the place where her two breasts 
nestled close together. He could hear her heart pounding. He 
straightened, and embraced her once more; her dark, still-damp 
head lay on his shoulder, and he stroked her hair, and kissed 
it. 


"Wait," he said, and he spread two long chair-cushions on 
the deck, and eased her down slowly. She lay there, passive, 
expectant. His kisses blazed a fiery trail down her face, her 
breasts - the erect nipples receiving special caresses - her 
alabaster belly, her thighs, first the outside, then the inside. 
Finally, he came to the piece de resistance; without protest she 
allowed his tongue to caress her inner recesses, her intimate 
protuberances. Little sounds of ecstasy came from her lips. 
Suddenly she sat up, pushed Lome onto his back, and proceeded 
to reciprocate; she remembered well what had pleased her 
husband, and rightly assumed that it would be pleasing to Lome, 
or, for that matter, to any man. Lome had to interrupt her 
tender but determined oral ministrations upon his pulsating 
phallus - he felt himself at the brink. They lay beside each 
other for a few moments, holding hands and breathing in tandem. 
It was very quiet; they could hear the water gently lapping on 


the shore . 
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Then he eased himself down, and sought refuge in her love 
cavern once more. She had her eyes closed for the longest time. 
When she opened them, her gaze travelled upward toward Vega, 
which was still close to the zenith. 

As she responded to Lome's thrusts, gasping and 
whimpering, she suddenly wondered whether there really were 
lovers up there, on a planet near Vega, perhaps, light years 
away, who made love now, too ? But now she climaxed, and she 
screamed - the neighbours, if they were sitting on their deck, 
would hear it - but the joy of her release, like little 
electric currents all through her body, made it impossible for 
her to be quiet. She stayed with him then, helping him to reach 
his climax - first hers, then his. They stayed together for 
another ten minutes. Silence. Peace. Lome finally murmured, 

"This reminds me of what Faust said to the devil - I 
studied German in high school and we read Faust - 'when to the 
moment I shall say, linger awhile, so fair thou art ! then 
mayest thou fetter me straightway, then to the abyss will I 
depart.' I feel like saying this right now. I could spend 
eternity like this." 

"Dear Lome. You'd get bored in no time." 

"Maybe. Faust never said it in connection with sex; still, 
this is bliss - and I am tempted to say it." 
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"Did Faust ever say it ?" 

"Yes, in connection with a land reclamation project he 
worked on, which would benefit his fellow men." 

He gently disengaged, and lay on his back beside her; he 
too, now, looked up at the stars. 

"Do you know," she said softly, after a few minutes' 
stillness, "that it is more effective to make love on a hard 
surface, like the deck ?" 

"I never tried it before," he chuckled. " I suppose you 
are right; but it makes you stiff." Sitting up, he added, "and 
cold, too, after a while. Let's put these things back on their 
chairs, and go inside." 

"Don't forget to take your clothes," laughed Rose. 

They stepped from under the canopy of heaven back into the 
cottage, and went to bed. 

It had been a long day for Lome. The long swim, and the 
two gentle exertions he had just completed made him drowsy. He 
fell asleep almost immediately, with his head on her shoulder. 
Rose sensed a profound peace that permeated her entire being, 
body and soul. She had been used to having frequent and regular 
sex with her husband. She had missed that. Her cravings had 
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been well taken care of by Lome: the desires of her body, as 
well as the longing for companionship. She had been vaguely 
hoping for such an encounter with some man she felt like going 
to bed with - without benefit of clergy - and this was part of 
the reason she had continued with the Pill; but she had just 
about given it up as a forlorn hope. And now, instead of doing 
it without benefit of clergy, she had done it with a member of 
the same . 

She turned her head carefully and looked at the digital 
alarm clock on the nightstand. It was ten minutes past two A.M. 
Would he sleep with her all night ? Should she wake him up ? 

Was it safe for him to stay ? She decided it was. Nobody lived 
close enough to observe his presence at the cottage. She did 
not expect any visitors. She too drifted off to sleep. 

Morning came. Squirrels played "catch me" on the cottage 
roof; blue jays called near the open window. Lome woke. It 
took him a few seconds to realize where he was, and why. Rose 
Winters lay beside him, partly uncovered. He sat, and watched 
her sleep for a while, her dark hair matted in little ringlets, 
her bosom gently moving with the rhythm of her breathing. 

Finally he bent down and kissed her, gently cupping one of her 
bare breasts. 

She opened her eyes, looked at him, smiled; then, winking, 
said, “Let's do it again." 
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After repairing to the bathroom - first he, then she - 
they spent the next thirty minutes making love. By then, it was 
eight A.M. They got up. 

Lome had learned, out of self-defense, to be fairly handy 
in his own kitchen; so he cheerfully - after much banging of 
cupboard doors and asking where things were - produced some 
fairly creditable scrambled eggs with bacon, in the time it took 
Rose to brew coffee, set the table, and make toast. After 
demolishing this repast, they sat back to have a second mug of 
coffee. Rose looked thoughtful. 

"Am I an adulteress now ?" she asked, a little crease of 
worry between her neat eyebrows. "After all, I am still 
married. ” 

"Well ! Technically married." Lome wrinkled his nose at 
her. "Surely, you don't worry about such details, do you ? We 
are not literalists when it comes to that." 

"What do you mean, literalists ?" 

"Oh, there are those who quote the Bible and say that 
unless you are divorced you are still married, and therefore you 
must not have sex, unless you go back to your spouse. This is 
kind of oldfashioned, and most of us in our tradition simply 
don't look at it that way. We do not go by codes or written 
laws, engraved in stone, as it were. We go by the spirit, we go 
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by love . " 

"Love ? You never said you loved me." 

"You didn't either." 

There was silence. They both thought about what had 
happened, and was - no doubt - again to happen. Why did it 
happen ? True, neither one had fallen in love with the other. 

Rose said, “As I told you, I am attracted to you. But I 
wouldn't say I fell in love with you." 

"The same here," agreed Lome. "I think what we both felt 
was a physical kind of lusty attraction; and who is to say there 
is something wrong with its being satisfied ? I respect you, 
and wouldn't want to hurt you. I thought you wanted me to do 
it." 


"Of course I did. You didn't hurt me; on the contrary. It 
was just what I needed." 

"It didn't do me any harm either," smiled Lome. He stood 
up. "I think I'll have half a mug more. My caffeine dosage 
isn't quite up to scratch. More for you ?" She shook her head. 
He refilled his own, sat down again and nodded at her. "You 
must have had a good marriage, judging by your behaviour in bed. 
Goodness gracious ! " 
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"Yes," Rose replied. "Yes, and I often wonder how Jim and 
I ever got to the point where we are now" . 

They parted with a hug and a kiss. He would see her again, 
some time soon. 

As he drove away from the cottage toward the main highway, 
he mused and wondered about the peculiar sexual mores that had 
arisen in the ancient Church and prevailed over the centuries. 
While some denominations of today had no qualms about divorce 
and remarriage, others did not allow it, although they granted 
annulments for rather trivial reasons. In fact, members of 
those denominations which did not allow divorce often came to 
him and his United Church colleagues for ceremonies of 
remarriage which their own clergy would not perform. 

Still, if one were to take the words of Jesus quite 
literally, anybody who marries a divorced woman makes her an 
adulteress, and commits adultery himself. These injunctions 
were conveniently overlooked and ignored. And yet, what Rose and 
he had just done, even though Rose was technically divorced from 
her husband, that would be considered sinful adultery by many if 
not most of his own parishioners, and by many of his colleagues, 
especially those of The Concerned. Why would they not consider 
a remarried divorcee to be living in perpetual adultery, then; 
or as it used to be called, as living in sin ? Why would they 
give her the blessing of the Church ? In the strictest Biblical 
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sense, many of his own parishioners were adulterers, having 
divorced one spouse and taken another. 

So far as Lome was concerned, all this was just so much 
legalism, anyway. One simply could not be bound by all these 
biblical injunctions, whatever they may have meant in their day. 
The Gospel was a liberating factor, and Christ has made us all 
free, said Lome to himself. Why then engage in casuistry and 
silly arguments whether this kind of sex or that kind of sex is 
right or wrong , is a sin or a virtue ? 

Furthermore, to let human judges decide who is and is not 
married is silly too. After all, Jesus also said: What God has 
joined together, let not man put asunder. Judges are men. If a 
judge said that Rose was no longer married, he, Lome could 
sleep with her without that being sinful, especially if he 
married her. As long as the judge withholds his blessing, it is 
a sin to go to bed with her; it's adultery. The whole business 
did not make any sense. Perhaps The Concerned were too 
legalistic. Would they really consider what he and Rose had 
done, a sin ? 

What is sin, anyway ? Is it breaking certain specific 
laws, regardless of the context ? Of course not ! It is the 
attitude, the overall situation, the loveless behaviour, that 
constitutes sin. 


Could one, if thinking these thoughts to their logical 
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conclusion, then not also say that two same-sex partners and 
lovers should be allowed to express their affection sexually, 
without that being a sin ? 

Lome had a gut feeling that homosexual love was somehow 
suspect, and he did not think this thought to its very end, 
leaving it unfinished. But he realized that this was the way 
the gays and lesbians looked at it. 

He turned onto Highway 11, heading for his destiny. He 
would arrive at his manse about nine a.m. He usually went to 
visit his sick parishioners in the hospital at ten. He would 
have perhaps three-quarters of an hour to do a little reading 
and to get the mail. 
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CHAPTER V 

THE ADVERSARIES 


They came from all over Canada. They flew in from as far 
away as Vancouver Island and Newfoundland. They travelled by 
car, bus and train. Into the commodious church in Etobicoke 
they streamed. In orderly fashion, they filled the sanctuary to 
the last place, and the balcony; several hundred more were 
accomodated in an overflow hall with closed TV. 

These were The Concerned, who were digging in to show the 
gays and the Church hierarchy what they were going to do to save 
their beloved Church. They were fighting back with all they had: 
conviction, enthusiasm, scholarship, rhetoric, and 
determination. 

Bob Frost felt overwhelmed. In March, when he had begun by 
making a few phone calls, he never would have believed that 
three months later over one thousand enthusiastic clergy and lay 
people would gather in Toronto to launch the counterattack. 

The day before, the steering committee had met, hammering 
out an agenda, setting up ad hoc committees. One of these was 
responsible for organizing the registration, and the 
distribution of printed materials; one for ordering food and 
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arranging lunchtime as efficiently as possible; one for getting 
media coverage; and one for the opening and closing worship. A 
person of experience was appointed official parliamentarian, to 
help untangle any procedural hassles. 

There was also a committee on security. What if the other 
side was out to disrupt the meeting ? What if they began to 
filibuster and heckle ? They would need to preserve a fine line 
between accepted parliamentary procedure and a resolve not to 
let the homosexuals and their friends wreck their rally. 

Finally after a lengthy discussion, they had rejected the 
suggestion to hire some off-duty policemen, and resolved to 
handle any real troublemakers themselves. They were also going 
to insist that anyone wanting to speak at the rally would have 
to state that they had signed the Declaration of Conviction and 
were in essential agreement with it. 

All regions and conferences were represented on the 
steering committee. It had taken them all of the previous 
evening to draft a new Declaration of Position. The document 
had to be scholarly and yet simple to understand; it had to be 
specific, and yet general enough so that the various theological 
positions represented in The Concerned could, in good conscience 
adopt it. They had stayed until nearly midnight, when, having 
done what had to be done, they adjourned, sang "Praise God From 
Whom All Blessings Flow," and headed for bed in assorted hotels, 
motels and homes of friends around the city. 
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When Bob Frost called the rally to order that next morning, 
he felt a profound sense of satisfaction and thankfulness fill 
his heart and soul very nearly to bursting. This was the Church 
the real Church. These were the representatives of the real 
people of God who knew what was right and wrong. He announced 
the first hymn to be sung: "How Firm A Foundation, Ye Saints Of 
The Lord." A mighty, joyful sound rose from the lips of the 
thousand assembled Concerned. It was like a battle hymn that 
ascended to the very heavens in mighty cadences. The volume 
seemed to double when the last verse was sung: 

"The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose 
I will not - I will not desert to His foes; 

That soul, though all hell should endeavour to shake. 

I'll never - no, never - no, never forsake." 

They knew who the foes were. Some of them were just a few 
kilometres away, at Church House, "the wolves in sheep's 
clothing," as one Concerned clergy member had called them. The 
wolves had to be routed, and the Scriptures, the family, and 
traditional moral values, all of which were the basis on which 
the Church stood, must be upheld. God would be with them. They 
believed that what they were doing would, in the end, win the 
war . 


Bob Frost made an introductory speech. When he had 
finished, he received a standing ovation. They were fighting 
the good fight; they were on the Lord's side. There they stood; 
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they could do no other. 

They heard other speakers, who delivered inspiring 
messages. They were told about the tens of thousands of replies 
they had received to their original mailing, almost all of them 
positive . 

They heard from two ex-homosexuals, a man and a woman, each 
of them living proof that victory over this unnatural life style 
was possible. Both were now involved in helping others to find 
hope, help and healing; the man, through Homosexuals Anonymous, 
and the woman, through New Beginnings Ministries, a branch of 
Exodus International. Free literature was distributed which 
also contained other success stories and addresses of still 
other Christian organizations dedicated to this ministry. 

They debated, and passed resolutions concerning future 
action, future meetings, and the kind of public relations and 
media relations to be used. They elected - it had of course 
not been done before - an official Executive, with power to 
act after the rally. They heard speeches about the sad state of 
theological education, and the mess in the Church in general. 

At four p.m. they adjourned, after singing : 

"Lead on, 0 King Eternal; 

The day of march has come . " 
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The media had been very cooperative. There were press 
conferences afterward in both English and French, and the 
television pictures taken during the rally itself were seen all 
across the country. 

The war was on. 


The spies who had been present at the rally had their 
orders not to disrupt anything; they were not to be conspicuous 
at all, and they were not. Nobody knew for sure who was there 
from the other side. 

The next day they reported to their chapter in Toronto. It 
was a fairly large group of gays and lesbians, and a few 
heterosexual friends of theirs, who regularly met in a United 
Church basement. Its minister was a supporter of the gay cause, 
and an active member of a support group for AIDS victims. He had 
simply invited them there, years before, without asking the 
church Board for permission. They also held gatherings there 
which were of a more social nature. 

Ken Morley, as a well-known gay activist and spokesman, 
took charge of the meeting after they had heard the report from 
the rally of the Concerned. It was his job to help them firm up 
their part in the plans for General Council. 


These plans had already been worked on for some time. One 
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of their sisters who lived near Victoria had made her home 
available. It had spacious grounds, so that those who would not 
fit into the house could camp on the lawn. At Council, they 
would all wear pink triangles to identify themselves as gay or 
lesbian, and they would ask their friends to wear them too. 

There would be plenty of books and pamphlets to pass out at 
their booth in the corridor. They had already obtained the 
promise from those in charge of organizing the floor space for 
the various exhibits that theirs would be a location which could 
not be avoided by anyone - anyone who had to go to the 
washrooms . 

They would have their most articulate speakers on the 
floor, including Youth Delegates especially, who, though they 
were not voting delegates to General Council, were permitted to 
speak. Their Youth Delegates would be well briefed; but if they 
accomplished nothing else by their speeches during the debate, 
they would be using up valuable time, and preventing someone of 
the other side from speaking. 

The staff in charge of organizing the nuts and bolts of 
General Council was on their side. They were glad of that, for 
they knew that theirs was an uphill fight. But they also knew 
that a minority can win if it is carefully coached and 
organized, and if it follows certain procedures - procedures 
known to every union organizer who wants the members to vote a 


certain way. 
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Other people call it manipulation. They called it 
strategy. 

Morley was given the floor after they had finished with the 
Council plans and the other items on their agenda. 

"Friends," he began, "We heard tonight how the other side 
feels about us, and how they are trying to stop us in our 
tracks. Let me say this right away: They will not succeed in 
this. I repeat: They will not succeed. We have justice and 
common sense on our side. Some of us think we have the Bible on 
our side too. Not the Bible as understood by the 
fundamentalists and the legalists. No ! But the Bible as 
understood by the critical scholars for at least two hundred 
years. What does the Lord require of you ? asked the prophet 
Micah, and answered: but to do justice, to love mercy, and to 
walk humbly with your God. This we are attempting to do. We 
love the Lord, we want and love justice, and we want to walk 
humbly. 

"No ! Let's not copy the example of our opponents, who are 
strutting around spitting words of vituperation and malice. 

These holier-than-thou types ! We may dislike them - but we 
must not use their tactics. We must not run them down in public 
anyway, and we must not call them names, as they still call us 
names. We were told how at the rally of our adversaries they 
were not beneath telling socalled gay jokes - even though the 
Chair afterward vetoed this kind of remark. We know, though. 
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that this sort of mentality is still strong. The gay-bashing 
continues; but we shall overcome, and overcome in a decisive 
way. Let's not get discouraged when we think of all those 
petitions aimed against us. The General Council does not have 
to pay attention to them, and I am sure they won't. The 
delegates make up their own minds, as the Holy Spirit directs 
them, of that you may be sure. We have been oppressed long 
enough; and now, with God's help, there is a new day dawning. 

We shall gain our place in the sun. We shall come out of the 
closet, as they say, and nobody is going to stop us. 

"Furthermore, most other churches, at least the mainline 
ones, are watching us. Once we get this passed, that will be a 
signal to all the others to follow suit. It will be the same 
situation that prevailed when the Church ordained women. There 
were many who didn't like that; they quit, or they protested, 
and made a big fuss. But women ministers are here to stay, and 
the waves made by that issue are now a ripple. Some day, we 
will look back at our present battles, and laugh. There will be 
a ripple left to watch where now the angry waves pound away on 
both sides. There will be trouble, and there will be 
opposition. People will quit the Church, and people will be 
angry. But take courage 1 We shall overcome !" 

There was enthusiastic applause for Morley as he finished 
and sat down. He was thanked by the Chair, and the meeting 
closed with a prayer said by the host minister. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE NUDISTS 


Late on Tuesday afternoon, David Grant was on the way back 
to the nudist park. The big rally of The Concerned in Toronto 
was over. He was looking forward to spending a much-needed two 
days off with his family, who had been there since Sunday 
evening. He hated to be separated from Helen even for one 
night. When Bob Frost, whom he knew quite well, had phoned and 
asked him to be at the meeting of the Steering Committee on 
Monday, he had consented. This meant that he had had to stay in 
a hotel on Monday night. He could have been billeted in a 
private home, but preferred to be on his own, even though the 
hotel room was far from cheap. 

Now he turned off the main road, let himself through a 
locked gate, which he relocked, and slowly drove along in the 
deep shade of the forest of oaks and maples which bordered both 
sides of the driveway to the park. He loved this quiet spot in 
the midst of the carefully-tended forest where, as the nudists 
liked to say, he could put off his cares together with his 
clothes for a while. 

When Helen took him here for the first time he had been 
quite apprehensive. Would not the sight of naked women excite 



155 


him visibly ? he had wondered. As it turned out, he had managed 
to keep his composure. Perhaps the fact that he had made love 
with Helen just before setting out on the trip to the nudist 
park had had something to do with that. He had analyzed and 
thought about the philosophy of nudism, and it did not take him 
long to arrive at the conclusion that this was the most 
wholesome way to bring up his children. They would learn about 
the body and the sex differences in a very natural and matter-of 
-fact setting. He remembered with horror how he had learned 
about sex - in a most unsatisfactory manner, from chums and 
older boys who had the wrong slant on things altogether. He 
would not make that mistake. His children would learn in the 
right way about human reproduction and making love. Also, he 
had found out for himself that there was something about being 
in the nude - walking naked in the air, in the sun; swimming, 
jogging - which was so much more relaxing, more satisfying and 
more fun than when clothed. 

He did not mind seeing females as God created them, either. 
As he always told Helen, women, beautiful women, were the very 
culmination of God's creative acts. It was good too that Helen 
and all the other people could get an even tan all over, without 
covering one-third to one-half of their bodies with a bathing 
suit. This was like life in the Garden of Eden. This was the 
way God intended men and women to live in the first place. 

Nudists, he had found, were people of high moral standards; 
at least, most of them were. No hanky-panky was tolerated at 
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the park, and most nudists who came here were married couples. 

He had once been asked to officiate at a nude wedding here. He 
had performed it, himself being as nude as Adam before the Fall, 
as were the bridal couple, the bridesmaid and the best man 
as well as the guests. 

"As in the Garden of Eden ! “ he had exclaimed as he 
delivered his homily. It had been, for him, equally as beautiful 
as other weddings involving expensive clothes. Of course, the 
Garden of Eden, the age of innocence, was no longer; and 
wholesome as the nudist way of life was, it did raise certain 
questions about what theologians call concupiscence and SARX. 

David had now arrived at the end of the long driveway. 
Leaving his car in the shady parking lot, he went still clothed 
toward the cabin area. "Bonzo" the resident watchdog approached 
sedately, his ears at alert; then, recognizing David's scent, he 
waved his wolf-like tail twice in greeting, and retired. David 
now came to their rented cabin, before which in the sunshine his 
nude children were busy setting the picnic table for dinner, and 
his nude wife was fussing with the barbecue, standing well back 
from it. 

"What a pretty sight you all make !" he said, and all three 
ran to greet him, with mingled cries of "Dave, darling!" and 
"Daddy, Daddy !", all at once. After these enthusiastic hellos, 
he stowed his clothes in their cabin and freshened up in the 
community washroom. He helped Helen serve the food then, and 
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the little family seated themselves, bowed their heads to give 
thanks, and began to enjoy their meal. 

Encouraged to tell him of their day, little Todd and five- 
year-old Tracy chattered happily about almost-tame chickadees in 
the trees beyond the pool, seeing the track of a deer at the 
water's edge, and feeding "cookie cwumbs" (Todd) to the chipmunk 
who lived near the cabin. Dinner over, everybody helped clean 
up. Todd enthusiastically chucked the paper plates into the 
waste bin; Tracy carefully saved the steak scraps to give to 
Bonzo later . 

Other families staying in cabins or tents nearby were also 
engaged with their outdoor meals, or were lazily sunning yet 
because the sun would soon go down behind the trees. As the 
Grant family passed by on their after-dinner walk, friendly 
greetings were called to and from the others. The grass was so 
soft underfoot that it was possible to go barefoot nearly every- 
where. They walked all the way around the pool, which was 
really a small lake formed by damming a small stream. Broad 
sunlit lawns sloped gently upward from all sides of it, and the 
overflow made a small twinkling waterfall at the near end, which 
meandered off as a streamlet bordered with nodding wildf lowers. 

The sun was gone by the time they returned, and the air was 
already cooler. As he always did on his free evenings, David 
oversaw the children's bedtime routine. What with baths or 
showers, teeth, long bed-time stories, and short bed-time 
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prayers, the whole ritual could easily consume the better part 
of an hour. It gave him time with the children, and afforded a 
welcome break to their mother. The long bed-time stories were 
an immovable fixture. The kids loved Daddy's stories, and he 
enjoyed acting out all the character parts with gusto. 

Helen sat outside, on a bench against the cabin wall, in 
the cool twilight. She wore a well-used blue jogging suit and 
sneakers. "David's so great with the kids," she thought, as 
delighted laughter came from the children's room, mingled with 
the low baritone rumble of his voice. A warm feeling of love 
for him rose in her. She compared his nude appearance with the 
other male physiques she had seen, and mentally declared herself 
well pleased on that score, as well. "Why ! He is nicer even 
than the musclebound pinup types in the magazines," she thought. 
She smiled, and her face, which always looked plain when she 
thought workaday thoughts, became beautiful. Dusk was coming 
now, and still she stayed. "Thank You, Lord, for giving me 
David,” she whispered. "And thank You for making me faithful to 
him." It was a prayer she had spontaneously uttered very many 
times since her marriage. For though she had had numerous 
casual sexual encounters before David, once she had found him, 
he was the only one. And where, before David, she had a vague 
notion of God, somewhere between God-is-in-Nature , and 
if-God-is-out-there-he-doesn't-care, now she knew that God was 
real, and cared for her, Helen; and that her sins were forgiven, 
through Jesus Christ. She had found faith, though to learn 
perfect faith would take her a lifetime, she knew. 
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She whispered, "And thank You for loving me so much. Amen." 

Then she thought, "I am faithful to David. And I keep him 
busy, don't I." She smiled again, in the darkness. She could 
hear a night bird; a light mist rose from the surface of the 
distant pool; a planet became visible in the western sky. 
Campfires began to flicker here and there. 

David came out to her then, dressed as she was. The 
children are asleep, he said. They sat together and held hands. 
In a low voice he told her about the Steering Committee meeting, 
about The Concerned rally, about his own dark fears for a Church 
which could propose legislation to affirm and protect the 
practice of homosexuality amongst its clergy. Helen listened 
attentively to the end. She shivered. The very thought of 
women going to bed with each other made her feel almost 
nauseous . 

"I have read some of the pro-gay stuff," she said quietly. 

"Besides The Report ?" he teased. 

"Unfortunately, in addition to The Report," she said. 

"They say, in agreement with Freud, that everybody is born 
bisexual, and they only settle down one way or the other later 
on. David, do you remember a time when you felt sexually 


attracted to boys ?“ 
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"No. Helen, do you remember a time when you felt sexually 
attracted to girls ?" 

"Certainly not. The thought of it makes me sick. I guess 
I"m just a low-down, ornery, unabashed heterosexist. And as for 
Freud, boy, was he ever wrong." 

They laughed together softly, without mirth. 

The sky was spangled with stars now. They gazed up at 
those myriads of other suns and worlds in the vast oceans of 
space, and as always, a feeling of awe came over them. The 
quiet of the night was lovely. 

After a while they began to reminisce about their early 
life together: How they had met; and how, when they began 
dating, during his last year at Emmanuel, she had soon seduced 
him. How he had soon forgotten his initial pangs of conscience 
in the immense satisfactions of their continued lovemaking. How 
they had planned to marry as soon as possible in order to remedy 
the problem of clandestinity . How, in spite of this, their 
lovemaking was so joyful and so spontaneous that Helen became 
pregnant two months before the wedding ! And how the mild 
embarrassment and inconvenience occasioned by that circumstance 
was all forgotten upon the birth of Tracy, a bonny child, said 
all the happy grandparents, if ever there was one. 


Helen shivered again, this time from cold. David hugged 
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her close. "Well now, sweet nymph," he murmured, "shall we to 
bed ?" They went inside, where behind closed windows and closed 
drapes it was warmer. David went to check on the children in 
their room, and Helen reverted to nudity, neatly hanging up her 
clothes . 

There was one thing about Helen. She was not above using 
slang and words commonly thought of as vulgar to refer to 
matters of a sexual nature. When David returned to their 
combination kitchen - bed - sitting room, she waited, seated on 
a towel-covered chair, while he undressed. Then she crinkled up 
her eyes at him and sweetly said: "Let's fuck up a storm now." 

They fell into bed, and lingered in a close embrace, 
snuggling, nestling, now and again caressing with lips, tongues, 
fingers, palms. 

"I miss your getting undressed," whispered David. "You do 
it so seductively, it is half the fun. Here you start out naked 
already. " 

"I"ll make up that loss to you, "she whispered into his ear. 
She disengaged, eased herself out of bed and went to the foot, 
where she knelt and began massaging his feet, kneading, pressing 
and jabbing the sensitive points; then she worked her way up. 
First his front. Then she turned him over, and did his back, 
beginning at his neck and working down, locating his special 
spots and nerves which they had discovered through many years of 
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sensuous play and exploration, slowly moving down, further down, 
gently pinching, poking, flicking, stroking now as with a 
feather, and then, jabbing with a thrust like a karate blow. 
There was more turning and shifting. She used her hands, feet, 
breasts, lips, hair - and he was relaxing, enjoying, and 
beginning to reciprocate with the special caresses that pleased 
her. Slowly and deliberately, then, their bodies joined. 

Slowly and deliberately, almost hesitantly, they approached the 
crescendo, she emitting tiny, grateful sighs; he, too. When she 
was swept into the ultimate vortex, she did not scream, as she 
sometimes did. She trembled and convulsed, digging her sharp 
nails into his sides, locking her legs around his torso, in this 
act of each knowing the other, experienced together thousands of 
times before, but ever new. 

They lay exhausted, but not for long. She began again. 
Orally now she teased him back to size and readiness. So they 
continued on for nearly three hours, with as many end runs for 
him. She lost count of hers, being capable of having up to 
twenty orgasms in a session such as this. 

Languor; satiety. 

They fell asleep. 

"Mommy, when's breakfast ?” said Todd's voice beside their 
bed. He and Tracy looked, puzzled, at their usually early- 
rising parents. Helen and David woke instantly, lifting their 
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faces for the children's good-morning kisses. 

Jumping up, Helen opened the drapes. A chipmunk jerkingly 
ran back and forth outside on the lawn. The sun shone brightly 
in a cloudless sky. "Breakfast in ten minutes ! " she said. 

"Go wash your hands, and set the table." The children took 
their towels and raced each other to the community washrooms. 

David splashed his face and hands at the kitchen sink, and 
began preparing orange juice and toast. "I wonder,” he said 
whimsically, "what your more conservative friends would think of 
you if they only knew what you are like in bed; but you are 
definitely a R.E.A.L. woman !" 

"Not to worry. Many of them want to please their husbands, 
and think heterosexual sex is just marvelous." She broke eggs 
into the sizzling pan on the stove. "We don't think much of 
those libbers who poo-poo intercourse and want to become 
soldiers so they can learn to shoot men and bayonet them. Not 
our style." She put four plates in a row on the counter. 

"REAL women love and nurture, live and help live." 

After breakfast out-of-doors with the children, Helen and 
David settled down on air mattresses on the sunny lawn, while 
the children went to play on the swings, jungle gym and 
children's water slide nearby. Helen lay quietly for a while; 
but she was never quiet for long. 
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"David, if you considered it, you would agree that 
societies who take a positive view of sex do not make war, and 
vice versa. Just look at the Swedes, who are free and easy when 
it comes to sex. No wars ! The ancient Athenians would rather 
make love than war; but the Spartans, who were so anti-sex that 
they did not even sleep with their wives at night, fought all 
the time. And the Arabs, who cover their women in long sacks, 
and have a very strict puritanical kind of regime when it comes 
to sex, are embroiled in one slaughter after another ! Just 
look at Iran, at Lebanon ! " 

David smiled lazily. "I'll have to think about that," he 
said, and reached for the suntan lotion. 

They spent all that long day in the sun, water and air. 

They swam; they played tennis and volley ball; they .just lolled 
about, sometimes shifting their location to a sunnier or shadier 
spot. Occasionally they enjoyed a sandwich, an ice cream cone, 
or a cold drink purchased at the snack bar in the main lodge. 

The sun beat down on the naked men, women and children 
during the entire afternoon. The temperature reached 33 degrees 
Celsius in the shade. The pool was never empty. 

Around three o'clock David went for a stroll by himself 
through the wooded area, leaving Helen and the children dozing 
on the lawn in the shade of a weeping willow. He felt that he 
needed more exercise, and walked along at a brisk pace. Suddenly 
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the path took a sharp turn around a giant tree, and he nearly 
collided with a young woman coming from the opposite direction. 
David stopped in his tracks, smiled and said "Hi." She smiled 
sweetly back and said “Hi." They were both as naked as the day 
they were born, alone in the wooded area. She kept on briskly 
walking. Their eyes had met for only a moment, and he had only 
had seconds to take in her form, but David realized that he had 
just seen a "Number Ten", enchanting beauty. He continued on in 
his own direction for half a minute, then looked back, hoping to 
glimpse her again; but she was gone. 

David had always been a connoisseur of the beautiful, and 
his art training had sharpened his eye and heightened his 
appreciation of all the loveliness the Creator had put into the 
universe. He remembered Karl Barth's lengthy dissertations on 
the beauty of God - and one sang in church about "fairest Lord 
Jesus," the Incarnate God. And if God is beautiful, then it is 
no wonder that His creation is beautiful, at least where it is 
not marred by sin and evil. He recalled Milton's words, 

"Thine this universal frame thus wondrous fair; 

Thyself, how wondrous then !" 

David loved to dwell on the beautiful; he found the 
Creator's imprint of beauty in the most humble flower. He could 
never be like Wordsworth's Peter Bell: 


"A primrose by a river's brim /A yellow primrose was to him 
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And it was nothing more . " 

Beauty was everywhere, thought David, in the trees, in the 
blades of grass, in the gleaming shells on the seashore, in the 
precious stones dug from deep within the earth, in the 
mountains, oceans, sky, and stars. The universe is God's temple, 
and His beauty shines through all His works. How sad then to 
see humans profane this temple with ugliness of all kinds, even 
with ugly "works of art”, and ugly music, and distortions of 
body and mind. He remembered that Schlegel wrote that there is 
no more potent antidote to low sensuality than the adoration of 
beauty, because all the higher arts of design are essentially 
chaste. They purify the thoughts, as tragedy, according to 
Aristotle, purifies the passions. 

He slowly followed the path, making his way over pine 
needles and brittle remains of last year's leaves, past patches 
of wildf lowers, tangled clumps of wild grapevines, and stately 
ferns, until he emerged from the trees. He looked across the 
lush lawn towards the pool, hoping to see the beautiful 
apparition which some minutes before had crossed his path. He 
scanned the grounds; and then he saw her. 

She stood some distance from the sunbathers, alone beside a 
large rock on which children sometimes played; now there were 
none. Motionless, she appeared to gaze at the azure sky. He 
accelerated his pace to get closer to her. About seven meters 
away and slightly to one side, out of her line of vision, he 
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leaned against the trunk of a large maple and gazed toward her. 
She is lovely, he said to himself; a gem of God's beautiful 
creation. Verses of Wordsworth's, memorized long years before, 
surfaced in his mind: 

"She was a Phantom of delight 

When first she gleamed upon my sight; 

A lovely Apparition, sent 

To be a moment ' s ornament ; 

Her eyes as stars of Twilight fair. 

Like Twilight's too, her dusky hair." 

And then, he remembered the cynical words of Voltaire: 

"Le beau pour le crapand c'est sa crapande." 

(Beauty, for the male toad, is the female toad.) 

He had the grace to laugh inwardly at himself. 

However, David long ago had come to believe in an objective 
yardstick of beauty. He had read in a book on aesthetics, in 
his university days, that the most beautiful women are found 
among the English, the Spaniards and the Georgians; the most 
beautiful men were said to be among the English, Italians, and 
some Orientals. Plato had ranked beauty right after health, and 
before wealth. Beauty is all-pervasive in the universe, and yet 
it is not universal; truly beautiful men and women are 
comparatively rare. But beauty, like the sun, sheds its benign 
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rays wherever it happens to be; a beautiful form spreads joy to 
those fortunate enough to behold it. Beauty shines through a 
human being at all stages of development; the tiny baby, the 
toddler, the teenage maiden or youth, the muscular man, the ripe 
woman, the gray and dignified senior; all are beautiful in their 
own way. But just as the sun stands at the zenith only at a 
certain time of the day, so beauty arrives at its zenith at a 
certain age. 

David was looking at such beauty. 

Her upper arms were round, the muscles just noticeable; the 
lower arms were somewhat flat, except where they merged into the 
elbows, where they were circular, as the elbows themselves. The 
arms were of the length which is ideal, not too short, not too 
long. She brought up one hand - the left - and ran it 
through her hair; David noticed the flash of a diamond. Her rib 
cage showed a slight convex configuration. The breasts were 
seated high, as in the antique models, and were of a perfect 
cone form, the lower and upper parts set at right angles toward 
each other with no fold whatever underneath - the ideal form 
of the female bosom, but one that is only found in women who 
have not given birth. He noticed the slight protrusion between 
bosom and shoulder, a feature well-known to artists, which is 
clearly visible in the Venus of Milo. 

He looked at her face, an oval shape with even features: 
the mouth neither too wide nor too small; a perfectly-shaped 
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chin; Roman nose; eyes at the perfect distance from each other; 
evenly arching brows; forehead the same length as the nose. Her 
shoulder-length hair was black and curly. 

His eyes lingered on the stunningly beautiful and 
perfectly-shaped breasts once more, with their not-too-large 
aureoles, the slightly projecting pink nipples moderately 
pointing away from each other. Then he looked at the sunken 
navel, the belly, not too flat - gently rounded, but not 
protruding; the hips, fairly wide but not excessively so. He 
thought of Brownings 's lines: 

"...my serpentining beauty, rounds on rounds." 

Just below the belly and above the mons veneris lay the 
indentation, somewhat shallow; there was beneath it a perfect, 
jet-black triangle, bulging ever so slightly. The lines 
spreading from the mons towards the hips were the 
perfectly-shaped open V. Her legs were straight; the knees did 
not jut out more than they ideally should; the shinbones were 
almost straight, with the perfectly-curved calves being 
apparently the same circumference as her neck; the feet were in 
exact proportion to the rest of her body, the instep rather 
high. From crown to toes, her proportions were perfect; there 
was nothing angular, no corners or sharp points where they 
should not be, and just enough of a fat deposit covering the 
muscles to give them a typical feminine contour. Her skin bore 
a uniform tan, a sort of copper tone, not too dark. He 
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estimated her to be in her early twenties. 

There he was, the naked man, appreciatively admiring the 
naked woman. It was an exercise in aesthetic contemplation. 
There was no concupiscence on David's part, no sexual desire. 
Here was beauty unsurpassed - the pinnacle of God's creation, 
more beautiful than which there is nothing on earth. Whether 
there is anything more beautiful in other parts of the universe, 
he did not know. God, when He created humans, male and female, 
demonstrated His craftsmanship as the Great Architect, David 
thought. Through this woman shines the creative fiat. Could 
such a creature have evolved, by mere chance, from a mo Husk ? 

He said to himself that the fiance' of this woman is a fortunate 
man. His artist's heart, rejoicing at the lovely sight of her, 
resolved to remember it always. 

She still stood there, gazing into the distance. She had 
not noticed him, though he had observed her for over a minute. 

It seemed to David that there was somehow an aura of sadness 
about her. His eyes followed her as she slowly turned and 
gracefully walked away towards the privately-owned cottages. 

The back view, he was gratified to note, was as graceful and 
proportionate as the front. He too now, in deep thought, walked 
toward the willow tree near the pool to rejoin his family. 

There is, he said to himself, a law of beauty, just as 
there is a law of gravity and laws of physics and chemistry. 
Beauty reaches its culmination point in mankind, because man 
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alone in the animal world stands perfectly erect. The lower 
organisms lie flat on or in the earth; the higher animals are 
horizontal to it; but a human being stands vertical to the earth 
and there is a definite distinction between the upper and lower 
torso. The upper contains those organs required for one's own 
existence - emotions, thinking, nourishment; the lower parts 
- the legs, the sex organs - make it possible to make contact 
with others and to procreate. He remembered the mathematical 
Golden Rule, which runs through the entire creation, manifesting 
beauty: The ratio of the whole to the larger part is the same 

as the ratio of the larger part to the smaller. In an ideally 
beautiful human body, and in the flora and fauna, this rule is 
found. It could also be applied to poetry, music and 
architecture. Yet Nature also likes small variants, and 
sometimes the variants are exaggerated to grotesque proportions, 
which are associated with sickness. Therefore, beauty and 
health go together. The minor variations from the mathematical 
Golden Rule are responsible for the fact that truly ideal 
specimens are as rare as they are beautiful. Artificial beauty 
cannot easily be created; the best kind of beauty is that which 
is natural. 

David remembered how Artur Schopenhauer propounded the view 
that the highest happiness and the most profound satisfaction 
one may enjoy is not the quenching of the bodily desires, which 
only awake again, leading to more attempts at reducing the 
discomfort which such desires cause - hunger, thirst, sex, 
but the highest satisfaction is the contemplation of art - of 
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of beauty in music, sculpture, paintings and poetry. One can 
enjoy them with a detached mind, not being driven by demanding 
desires; one can lose oneself in the contemplation of such art 
The soul and the body interact in the creation of beauty. It 
does not always hold true, but the ideal situation would be to 
have a beautiful soul in a beautiful body, just as "a healthy 
mind in a healthy body" is ideal, as the ancient Greek proverb 
says. 


David had reached his family. He could see Tracy and Todd 
nearby, playing in the big sandbox. Helen was sleeping in the 
shade, stretched out on a blanket, her eyes hidden behind dark 
sunglasses. She is lovely, thought David, but not as physically 
perfect as the woman I just admired, whose name I do not know. 
Still, who knows what kind of woman Lady X is. She may be the 
perfect beauty, but what else do I know about her ? She could 
be ignorant, or cruel, or have a mean temper. Helen, my Helen, 

I know very well. She is to me lover, courtesan, soul mate, 
friend, advisor, help mate, homemaker, companion, and the mother 
of my children. There is lots more to a woman than beauty - 
and , after all, Helen is beautiful too. I am sexually hooked 
on her. As his eyes tenderly rested on his nude sleeping beauty, 
the lines of Walt Whitman came to his mind: 

"This is the female form, 

A divine nimbus exhales from it 
from head to foot. 

It attracts with fierce undeniable attraction." 
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How, he asked himself, could anybody ever refer to a lovely 
sight like this as obscene or pornographic, if portrayed ? It 
was a peculiar perversity of the human mind, he thought, a 
puritanical aberration. He had been told by his mother that in 
the 1950s there was a big controversy over a statue, a copy of 
Michelangelo's David which a giant indoor shopping mall had 
wanted to place in its foyer. Many were the complaints from 
irate customers: their children must not be exposed to the 
sight of a naked male sculpture. How strange it was; for in a 
city like Paris or Rome, in the Vatican museum itself, there 
were nude statues by the hundreds. Of course, one Pope had had 
the Vatican statues' genitals covered, each with a fig leaf ! 

David decided to go to the cabin and get a book to read, 
but first he stopped and admired the children's handiwork in the 
sandbox, kneeling down beside it while they explained the roads 
they had made for their little cars. As he strode off, his mind 
returned to his previous thought. He had read that the 
communist societies such as Russia ban any pictorial display of 
contemporary nudity. How interesting, he thought: the atheist 
Communists and the strait-laced Christians are on the same 
wave-length when it comes to sex and nudity. They probably do 
not have any nudist parks in Russia. There must be nude 
paintings and sculptures in the Hermitage though. Yes, and as 
for the nudes of the great masters: why were they allowed to be 
displayed in museums all these years, and that's all right, but 
photographs of nudes are considered obscene by some, and nudists 
are considered suspect by many ? 
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Naturally, he admitted to himself, in a different context, 
at a different time, in a different mood, I myself might have 
had sexual fantasies about the perfectly-shaped lady - for a 
moment or two, anyway. Was this sort of thing the basis of all 
the objections ? 

By this time, he had walked from the willow where his love 
lay sleeping, past the lower sunning and play areas to the 
cabin, where he fetched his book, and headed back toward Helen. 

He noticed that Tracy and Todd were still at play in the 
sandbox, only now four other children were happily playing, too. 
Tracy and Todd quite normally and as a matter-of-fact had come 
to know the difference between male and female from their 
earliest conscious experience. The human body to them was 
nothing to be ashamed of - nothing to be nervously hidden - 
except, of course when circumstances made this necessary, as in 
ordinary society, or on a beach. Nobody needed to enlighten 
them on the basics of sex. The nudist atmosphere, plus the 
parental guidance gradually but candidly given, took care of 
that. They would enter their teen and adult years with a 
positive and wholesome attitude towards their own and other 
people's bodies, and sexuality in general. 

David walked slowly past the children, who were now busy 
building sand castles. He thought that it was a pity that only 
a tiny fraction of the population took advantage of this sane 
life style. Furthermore, if his parishioners knew he was here 
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with his family, they would probably take a dim view of it in 
spite of the general preoccupation with sexual matters in the 
Church, and in spite of the more open approach to these things. 

He walked past the volley ball court, where two teams, 
we 11- tanned and nude except for their footwear, were vying for 
the annual championship title. He noticed Helen in the game. 
She was not a regular team member, so he figured that she must 
be pinch-hitting for someone. He waved to her, and stopped and 
watched the game for a while. He went back to the lawn before 
the cabin then, stretched out in a lawn chair, donned his 
sunglasses, and enjoyed his book. But the day was warm, and in 
spite of all the shouting, cheering and Alpine yodelling coming 
from the players and spectators not far off, he soon fell 
asleep. He dreamed of graceful chamois leaping on mountain 
crags, easily avoiding a yodelling hunter. 

"Daddy ! Daddy! She won ! Mommy's team won the game ! 
Wake up. Daddy !" The chamois disappeared toward the horizon, 
and David woke up, just in time to congratulate his wife, while 
Todd and Tracy continued to jump up and down with excitement. 

"How did you get into the game ?" he asked her then. 

"Oh, Henry's Freda sprained a finger, so she asked me to 
sub. I made a few lucky hits." Helen stood there in her white 
socks and white sneakers; she was streaked with sweat. "I'm 
going to get these shoes off, and go for a swim." 
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So they all went swimming to finish this last day of their 
enjoyable stay. Helen had taught Tracy to dive from the board 
the day before, and Tracy shakily but proudly demonstrated her 
new skill for her father. Todd's swimming had improved too 
during their stay. When they grew tired, they came out, and the 
sun soon dried their bare bodies. Everyone had an even tan all 
over, a fact which would cause puzzlement or covert hilarity 
during their medical checkups later that year. 

To the other families who used the park, they were known 
only as David's Helen, Helen's David, and David and Helen's 
children, Tracy and Todd. 

After their early evening meal that day, they showered, 
dressed, and returned home. Next day, David threw himself into 
the work undertaken by all The Concerned, which had to be done 
in addition to his regular parish work. In the days ahead, he 
would often feel distressed and overstressed. Then he would 
pray a silent prayer for strength and wisdom. Sometimes, 
closing his eyes, he would see again the graceful tall trees, 
the little lake surrounded by neat lawns, and hear again the 
silvery splash of the little waterfall. 
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CHAPTER VII 


THE DECISION 


Early in her new pastorate, the Rev. Ruth Keenan had 
decided to eliminate all references to God as Father and any 
exclusive words whatsoever. She adopted the Inclusive Language 
Lectionary, a semi-official liturgical compendium which was used 
more and more in the pulpits of the churches whose ministers 
were radical-liberally inclined. This Lectionary contained 
Scripture lessons to be read aloud each week; and it changed the 
words of Scripture to conform to the standards set by the 
inclusivists. One notable example: Jesus, in the garden of 
Gethsemane prayed to "My Mother and Father God." 

When one of Ruth's elders objected to this, the other Board 
members could not quite see what all the fuss was about. He 
threatened to use "The New World Translation," the Jehovah's 
Witnesses' Bible, the next time he was asked to read the 
Scripture lesson. When told that he certainly could not do 
that, he replied that he could do that with just as much ease as 
the minister could use the Inclusive Language Lectionary. But 
he was alone in his opposition, and Ruth carried the day. The 
dissenter quit, and joined the Free Methodists. 


It was now only one month before General Council was to 
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meet . 


Ruth and Eileen were having supper together in the manse on 
Sunday evening. Their ways would soon part for a while. Eileen 
would go to Great Britain on vacation. She began to tell her 
friend that she was experiencing religious uncertainties. 

Having been brought up in a very religious family, prayer and 
worship had become second nature to her. But lately she just 
could not find herself in the right mood and frame of mind for 
that any more. She simply could not think of God as Father, or 
even as "God" as that very word, used when referring to the 
Deity, conjured up male images in her mind. She had been 
sexually molested by an uncle at the age of six, and had had 
several very negative sexual experiences with men during her 
teens, with the result that she had become completely turned off 
to men. Her lesbianism was actually more of a political 
statement than a basic orientation; but it was a fact. What 
could she do about her faith life ? 

Ruth thought for a moment. Then she said, 

"Eileen, if you cannot pray to God any more, why don't you 
just pray to Zelda ?" 

"Zelda ? Who is Zelda ?" 

"It is whoever or whatever you want it, or her, to be. It 
is a feminine word by the sound of it. Think of Zelda as the 
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Ultimate, the Infinite, the Eternal in the universe. Tune in to 
Zelda. " 

There was silence for quite a while. In silence, they 
finished their dessert of fresh strawberries and whipped cream. 
Ruth poured coffee for them both. 

Finally Eileen said: "Zelda. That doesn't sound too bad. 
I'll see what I can do with that." 

The following week Eileen left for England, where she would 
visit an elderly aunt in Brighton. She would be gone for a 
month. At her return, Ruth would still be at General Council. 
How could she bear to be without her beloved for so many days 
and weeks ? 

Her aunt, of course, knew nothing of her sex life. She 
would want to know why she had not found a husband yet. Was she 
going to remain a single career girl, or what ? The occasional 
letter she received from Auntie always raised questions like 
that. Her mother's sister. Aunt Constance had money and 
property. There were no other nieces or nephews, and Auntie was 
a widow. She had decided to stay in the old country when 
Eileen's mother emigrated to Canada in the 1950s. Constance had 
married a wealthy stockbroker, and Eileen was the only heir to 
her considerable fortune. She must be careful. Auntie was 
terribly conservative in her outlook and thinking. Like Queen 
Victoria, she could not imagine women having sex with women, and 
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would have been horrified had she known that her niece was 
another woman's lover. No; while men do these horrible things 
with one another, at least, some men do, women simply could not. 
That is why Queen Victoria never had lesbianism declared a 
criminal offence, as she had done with male homosexuality; 
because to her lesbianism could not exist, therefore, there was 
no such thing. 

Eileen sat comfortably in her seat on the plane which was 
carrying her across the Atlantic, drinking tea and reminiscing 
about her past. She had known Ruth since their high school 
days. Ruth went to university; Eileen became a legal secretary. 
They had been good friends during their school days, but nothing 
more. Their paths crossed again a few years later in Toronto, 
when they became romantically involved, and shared an apartment. 

Half a year before Ruth was ordained, Eileen's firm moved 
to Oshawa, and she accepted the transfer. Ruth was sent to a 
remote Northern Ontario village for her first pastorate. They 
could visit each other only at infrequent intervals because of 
the distance, and both were miserable. Life was empty and 
hollow for both of them because of the prolonged separations 
from each other which they had to endure . 

Ruth, however, had set out to change that. She tried for a 
pastorate in the Oshawa district. She had to manipulate, to 
prevaricate, to lie, to pull all kinds of strings, to get to go 
within easy driving distance of Eileen. But she had succeeded; 
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and how good it had been ! And it would be good again, after 
this trip was over. 

Auntie was not as brisk and chirpy as Eileen remembered 
her. They got along very well. Brighton was pleasant, even 
though it seemed to rain rather more than seemed necessary. 
Eileen received a letter from Ruth, which she was careful to 
read away from other eyes: 

My dearest Eileen, 

I really miss you, as I am sure you miss me. My body and 
soul ache for you. I love you so very much. You know that, but 
I just feel like repeating it over and over again. You are 
God's gift to me, as I trust I am to you. What wouldn't I give 
if I could just hug and kiss you right now - or perhaps a 
little bit more - something more delicate, to smell you, to 
taste you. Let me - I can do no better - send to you the 
beautiful words of our matriarch Sappho: 

"Oh Gonglya, my sweet rose, 
throw your milky white garment around me ! 

I wish you would soon return. 

My desire is to behold your beauty. 

Whenever I see your gown, 

I become quite weak but also happy. 

Come soon to me, Gonglya, 
for unto you is my desire." 
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You know how Sappho killed herself when her lover became 
unfaithful to her. We will never become unfaithful to each 
other. 


With all my love, 

your 

Ruth. " 


Eileen treasured the letter. She would keep it always. 

She had expected that the time spent in England would seem 
terribly long and empty. But Aunt Constance had a maid, a 
chauffeur and limo at her command, and a thorough knowledge of 
the countryside. They made innumerable trips to places Eileen 
had not visited before, and the days flew by. 


Linda Hare had been elected a delegate to General Council. 
Her church had called a new minister, and Brad Mulligan, after a 
couple of months on unemployment insurance, was about to accept 
a call to a church in the Maritimes, where conservatives were 
more appreciated than in some other parts of the country. 

Linda was getting ready to leave for General Council. She 
was to board the plane in Toronto for Victoria, British Columbia 
in the morning. As an elected delegate, all her travel to and 
from the place of meeting, and her room and board while 
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attending Council would be arranged and paid for by the Church. 
If she had had young children at home, the Church would have 
paid for their care while she was at Council, as well. She was 
going out two days early to do sightseeing; the extra two days 
would be at her expense. 

On this eve of her departure, she and Bill would spend some 
time in bed with each other, since they would be separated for 
nearly two weeks. Bill was not the world's greatest lover. 

Linda had been bored with his approaches and lack of imagination 
for some time. He was too quick for her, and often left her 
high and dry, so that more and more frequently she had to 
relieve herself, or else go unsatisfied. 

Bill went out of his way to please her this time, with a 
modicum of success. Linda was hard to please in bed. 

"My God, do you have to be so quick ? Can't you take your 
time ? I've told you a thousand times, slow down !" she chided 
Bill. 


"Sorry," he mumbled - and fell asleep, on top of her. He 
even snored. This made Linda even more disillusioned. She was 
beginning to wonder what it would be like to sleep with a woman. 
Bill was either too fast for her, or else he was not even 
interested. He was in his best years, and he should not be 
sexually fatigued just yet ! If he were in his sixties she 
could understand, although a friend had told her that her 
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husband, fifteen years older than she and in his mid-sixties, 
was almost too much for her to handle. Why could not two 
partners who were matched up in marriage be sexually more 
compatible ? Finally, she eased his sprawling bulk off herself, 
turned her back towards him, and closed her eyes. Sleep came 
slowly to her that night. 


Two nights later, John and JoAnn Graham also made love one 
more time before he was to leave for General Council. Having 
been elected a clergy delegate, and being a member of The 
Concerned, John felt a heavy weight of responsibility resting on 
him. The Executive of The Concerned, at their last meeting, had 
gone over the list of General Council delegates, and had 
realized all of a sudden that there were, as far as they knew 
(and they had fairly reliable knowledge through their 
information network), many more gay supporters on there than 
they had ever expected. It had dawned on them that they could 
lose the battle. They must redouble their efforts. They must 
talk to the opposed and uncommitted delegates, and persuade and 
encourage them to vote with the Concerned. 

But for a blessed hour or so that last evening at home, 

John forgot about his stupendous task and the trying, demanding 
days that lay ahead of him. He remembered again the verses from 
Proverbs 5 which he had committed to memory so long ago, when he 
had vowed to himself to wait for the best: 
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"Drink from your own cistern. 

Drink fresh water out of your own well. 

Are you to seek your pleasures here and there , 

And drink them in the streets ? 

Have them at home. 

Never share them abroad. 

Let your fountain flow for yourself alone: 

Let a young wife be your joy, 

A lovely hind, a charming doe is she; 

Let her breasts give you rapture. 

Let her love ever ravish you." 

Jo's breasts did indeed give him rapture, time and time 
again. John was enough of a Hebrew scholar to know that 
Moffat's translation, beautiful and sensuous as it was, had one 
flaw. The original did not really say, "Let a young wife be 
your joy." Moffat the translator made a mistake. It should be 
rendered: "Let the wife of your youth be your joy." Jo was 

indeed the wife of his youth. He had married her when he was 
still a young man, and they both had been virgins on their 
wedding night. That was - how long ? - over thirty years 

ago. What precious years they had been ! Now here they were, 
going gray, but young in heart. 

The next morning they prayed together. Then Jo drove John 
to the Toronto airport, leaving a mournful Brandy at home to 
await Jo's return. In the air terminal, John joined up with his 
friend Stanley Hart, who had also been elected a delegate. They 
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would sit together on the plane, and finally Stan could finish 
telling John about Tom Richards. Once they were airborne, Stan 
began : 

"Remember, I think I got as far as telling you about Tom 
being voted out by his congregation. Well, there was more to 
come. Tom appealed this vote on the grounds that certain 
irregularities were permitted, such as proxy votes. While the 
appeal was being put through the church courts, Tom stayed on as 
minister. Presbytery wanted to communicate with each member, 
telling them what had happened and making suggestions concerning 
their future, and trying to heal the divisions. All efforts so 
far had failed. They were going to give it another shot. So, 
Tom was asked by the Presbytery Executive to hand over the 
membership roll. The roll was in the custody of a member of the 
Board, the chairman of the membership committee. Tom informed 
him about Presbytery's request. This fellow, however, stalled, 
not wanting to let Presbytery have the roll. He conveniently 
left town for a few days, and nobody could get at the roll. Of 
course, you can't do that to Presbytery; but instead of going 
after the chairman, they went after Tom. They could not readily 
discipline a layperson for insubordination, but they figured Tom 
should have given them the roll himself. Tom figured it was not 
his to give, and told them so. No matter; they went after him." 

"How ?" 


"Well, they called a congregational meeting, to have it out 
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once and for all. They were going to put the entire 
congregation under discipline on account of their constant 
bickering and fighting and being recalcitrant. Also, they 
wanted to talk to them about the pastoral relationship again, 
even though they had already officially voted to sever it." 

"Maybe somebody's conscience was bothered about the ways 
that vote was stacked," suggested John. 

"That'll be the day," replied Stan dryly. "Of course, you 
could be right. Whatever the motives, nothing good happened." 

The flight attendant interrupted them, asking if they 
wanted any drinks. They placed their orders and received the 
refreshments. Stan continued: 

"At the meeting, the chairman of the visitation team asked 
Tom to leave, as they wanted to be able to talk to the 
congregation without Tom being privy to what was said. Tom 
refused. There was an altercation about that, and he decided - 
right then and there - to telephone the Secretary of the 
General Council about it. It was evening, and the Secretary was 
at home taking a bath. He got out of the tub and took the call. 
He advised Tom that he did not have to leave the meeting if he 
did not want to. When Tom reported this to the meeting, and 
insisted on staying, the team chairman adjourned the meeting 
and, with his colleagues in tow, left in a huff. 
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"Tom's goose was cooked. The Presbytery Executive convened 
an emergency meeting the next day and - accusing Tom of 
insubordination - moved to put him on the discontinued service 
list, and you know what that means." 

"Yes, it means to get kicked out of the ministry. It's the 
severest penalty possible. But they can't do that; only 
Conference can." 

"That's right. They sent a registered letter to Tom, which 
he got the next day, curtly informing him of their action: they 
were going to request Conference to put him on the list. No 
reasons given. 

"Tom just about flipped over this. He went into depression 
and then into rage, by turns. His wife, poor soul, just about 
went mad. But again, he appealed this action at once. He had 
two appeals going now. You know how long it takes to have an 
appeal heard." 

"It would not come up until May, when Conference meets ?" 

"Right. Both appeals were going to Conference. However, 
Tom was persuaded by the Conference personnel officer to 
withdraw his first appeal, and to accept his having been ousted 
from his parish. There was really no point in hanging on there. 
Being defrocked, as we so quaintly say, was another matter. 
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Withdrawing the appeal against being ousted from his parish 
meant, of course, that he had no right to work there any more, 
that his salary would cease immediately, and that he would have 
to move out of the manse . " 

John nodded. 

"Then some folk on the Executive began to get second 
thoughts about their rather precipitous action - there had 
been no hearing, no trial of any kind - and to defrock a 
minister is a very serious matter. So the Executive approached 
Tom with a proposition. If he were willing to go to that place 
in Kitchener, where they send clergy with problems to a bunch of 
shrinks - you know the place I mean - then they would 
reconsider their decision. 

"Tom consented to do this. He went, and was told that he 
was a difficult man with a stubborn streak, who would always 
have problems in the ministry. 

"Now, Tom is a man of his convictions. But is that bad ? 
And who has not had difficulties with his parishioners now and 
again ? I suppose you could say that unless you do run into 
trouble for standing up for what is right, you aren't worth your 
salary. Anyway, when the report from Kitchener came in, his 
critics jumped on that and were going to proceed with their 


previous strategy. 
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"Since Tom was about to leave that parish, he had begun to 
look for another. The powers that be, when they heard about 
that, just about went nuts. He should never have done that 
under the prevailing circumstances, they said, even though the 
Manual says it's quite OK for a minister to do just that, even 
if under discipline. Anyway, now they really brought down the 
ax. They 'phoned up the people in southeastern Ontario, who 
were ready to call Tom to be their minister, and told them to 
forget it. 

"When Conference considered his case, first his appeal and 
then Presbytery's request to have him defrocked, he was not 
present to defend himself. He had not been notified to attend. 
Since he was no longer the minister of his former parish, and 
therefore was no longer a member of that Conference, he did not 
feel that he could attend uninvited; also, uninvited, there was 
no possibility of getting his expenses paid. He was tried and 
convicted in absentia. They dismissed his appeal. Then they 
kicked him out, just like that.” 

"Well !" said John. "What else could you expect them to 
do ? The Conference always sticks up for the decisions of the 
lower court. It's a cozy little club; I know it, and you know 
it. A fair and unbiased decision would be totally 
revolutionary. By the way, what were his grounds for appeal ?" 

"Simple. He never received a hearing; he was never even 
told why they wanted to put him out of the ministry. Also, if 
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the charge were insubordination - that was the off-the-record 
explanation somebody had passed on to him - then this was 
untrue. He did not have the membership roll to give." 

"Those are good arguments. How did they Justify dismissing 
the appeal ? 

"They really did not. In those days the rules of appeal 
procedures were not as fair and firm as they are now. They have 
been tightened up quite a bit now, but back then the church 
courts didn't even have to give reasons for their rulings; and-" 

"That is Just unbelievable !" interrupted John. "On the 
other hand, it isn't. We know that this sort of thing has been 
going on ever since the Church was founded in 1925." 

"Yes. Makes you wonder, doesn't it," said Stan. "Well, 
then Tom appealed to the Judicial Committee - and lost. He 
appealed to the General Council. That, you could still do then. 
Today the Judicial Committee is the end of the road. I was with 
him, and argued his case to the Judicial Committee and before 
the General Council commission - all to no avail. To their 
credit, they paid all our expenses. But they simply would not 
listen to reason. Tom had to go, so out Tom went. Don't forget 
that Tom was one of the first organizers of the United Church 
Reform people. A Conference officer told me once that ministers 
like Tom are not welcome in our Church; he should get out, and 
Join the Baptists, or set up shop by himself. Quite brazen, but 
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at least honest." 

"Damn it, that is incredible !" 

"But true. They are a bunch of bastards. 

"So, we lost. It was devastating for Tom and his wife, 

Amy. She at once withdrew her Church membership, and began to 
take lessons to join the Roman Catholics. 

"And then, after thinking and praying about it, and after 
getting moral and financial support from his friends, Tom 
decided to sue the United Church in the civil courts." 

"When did he start proceedings ?" 

"He got himself a top-notch lawyer in the fall of 1984, who 
prepared his case with care and thoroughness. The Church 
lawyers though - there is no doubt about that - were not too 
anxious to hurry things along. It took three years, with 
discoveries and legal maneuvres and preparing of transcripts. 
Tom's lawyer put a Conference officer on the hot seat and 
actually managed to get him to admit to lying. It was wild. 

"Things looked good for Tom. But the wheels of justice 
grind very slowly, and the courts are overloaded. Still, in the 
spring this year, as you remember, his case was finally heard. 

It went on for three days. I was a witness, and there were many 
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experts from both sides. The Church lawyers argued that the 
case should be quashed, since a minister is not an employee but a 
private contractor, and therefore the charge of wrongful 
dismissal did not apply. They also argued that Tom was not 
unjustly treated, as claimed by Tom's lawyer, since Presbytery, 
Conference and General Council, including the Judicial people, 
simply did what they are mandated to do. They had considered 
the case, and found that Tom simply was not fit to be a 
minister; that was their right, the lawyers said. 

"Tom's lawyer argued that there were no valid grounds for 
dismissal; that natural justice as well as Church law had been 
violated. After all, to this day Tom has not been told why he 
was put out of the ministry. This sort of thing cannot be 
allowed in Canada, where the Church is incorporated by virtue of 
a federal statute, and is therefore obliged to abide by certain 
federal standards. 

"The judge, as judges are, was inscrutable. He sometimes 
seemed to side with the Church, asking tough questions of Tom; 
for example, why did he not attend Conference anyway, even 
though he had not specifically been asked to attend and defend 
himself ? 

"In fact, Tom thought he had lost. Then, surprise, or 
maybe no surprise, when the verdict came out just a little while 
ago, as you know, the judge agreed that Tom had been wrongfully 
dismissed, that the Church had done him dirt, and that he should 
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get some compensation. But he did not reinstate him into the 
ministry. I guess he figured that would be going too far and 
stepping on Church territory where a judge should not step nor 
stand. This is where the matter rests as of now." 

They were both quiet for a while, as both thought of Tom 
Richards, and of Amy. 

John asked, "Is anybody going to appeal this ?" 

"We don't know yet." 

After a flight of five hours, they reached their 
destination in the West. It was the third week of August, 1988. 
Nearly four hundred delegates, plus Church Staff members. Youth 
Forum members, assorted helpers, and many visitors converged on 
the convention centre, by car, bus, train and plane from all 
over Canada. They all came here, to the city of Victoria on the 
southern tip of Vancouver Island, for this crucial session of 
the Church's supreme governing body, the General Council. There 
were many items on the agenda, but they seemed insignificant 
compared to THE ISSUE. 

Each side to the dispute had had one more strategy session 
in Toronto before departing for Victoria. They carefully 
planned their moves, made their preparations, and anticipated 
what the other side might say during the debate, readying their 
replies and countermoves. Nothing could be left to chance. The 
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gay lobby decided that some young gays and lesbians, youth 
delegates who did not have a vote, would circulate among the 
delegates and sell themselves as being perfectly normal, 
attractive young folk, who are good Church members and should 
not be discriminated against. They would wear their pink 
triangles to identify themselves as gay. People should not 
hesitate to like them and - in the end - would vote for the 
gay cause . 

Both sides would have some of their members on the crucial 
committee that would first study "The Report" and then make 
recommendations about it to the Council. This committee would 
also have to sift through and take into consideration - if 
they wanted to - the almost two thousand petitions from Church 
congregations. Boards, and groups, most of them firmly opposed 
to "gay ordination", as it was called. 

The Concerned who were going to Council had two final 
strategy meetings in a church nearby, within walking distance. 
They would try to spread their views firmly but unobtrusively 
among uncommitted delegates - over lunch, over coffee, in the 
lobbies and corridors, wherever and whenever possible. Their 
members who would be on the crucial committee were coached as to 
their line of argumentation and persuasion. The Concerned 
Chairman and Secretary planned to bring in great stacks of 
letters and signatures of support of the Declaration of Concern 
to the Council, and put them in front of the Moderator, as a 
public gesture. There were over thirty thousand signatures. 
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The troops were ready. 

Their opponents on the other side of THE ISSUE did much the 
same. They too held final strategy meetings; they too planned 
how to gently persuade and to put forth their cause on the floor 
during the debate. They had some very able orators who were 
delegates, as well as some other able orators who were not 
delegates, but would be allowed to speak just the same. Their 
main line of attack would be to label this as a justice issue, 
and insist that the Church that always stood for justice must 
now practice it vis-a-vis those of its members who had the other 
sexual orientation. 

They knew of course, as anybody could have known, that 
theirs was a noble heritage. They counted among their 
historical ranks persons such as Shakespeare, Michelangelo, 

Oscar Wilde, Maynard Keynes and of course Sappho - the list 
could be unending, for ten percent of all the sons and daughters 
of Adam and Eve have had this orientation. This number was 
disputed by the other side, some of whom were in a position to 
know; but it was a number taken seriously by many friends of the 
gay cause, and therefore it could not be dismissed as of no 
consequence . 

Three months before General Council, each delegate had 
received a ponderous notebook, a veritable tome, which they were 
to study in advance. It contained all the reports and 
resolutions to be voted on. In addition to that, they were 
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given a second volume, with matters pertaining to THE ISSUE. In 
addition, key chairpersons received, by courier, a foot-high 
parcel. This contained copies of all the petitions pertaining 
to THE ISSUE. The Church figured it was too expensive to send 
this big bundle of petitions to every delegate. They would be 
able to read them at designated places at Council. 

Bruce Manning had been elected a delegate; so had Ruth 
Keenan and Grace Branning. Linda Hare, chosen by her Presbytery 
as their lay delegate, had taken part of her vacation in order 
to come to the big meet. Bob Frost and Ken Morley were also 
delegates . 

The committee dealing with THE ISSUE - the petitions and 
The Report - had been asked to convene two days before the 
beginning of General Council because of the staggering number of 
submissions they had to deal with. 

On the evening before Council began, a delegate newly 
arrived had perused a set of petitions copies, looking for two 
sent from her own congregation in Burlington. She could not 
find them. She tried to locate a few others she knew had been 
submitted by neighbouring churches, all opposed to gay 
ordination. They were not there. She immediately brought this 
to the attention of the chairwoman of the committee that was 
grappling with the issue and dealing with the petitions, who 
managed to reach a senior officer of that Conference, 
responsible for the forwarding of petitions from his 
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jurisdiction. He was in Victoria. Did he know that some 
petitions from his Conference were missing ? Of course he did 
not know anything about it, but he would look into it at once. 

So from Victoria, he telephoned his office back home in 
southern Ontario. It was late, but perhaps his secretary was 
still there. He was lucky. His girl Friday was working 
overtime, typing some letters. Did she know anything about some 
missing petitions ? No, she didn't, but she would look around, 
and call back. 

This she did. After ten minutes of checking files and 
drawers, she came across the missing petitions, almost one 
hundred of them. How was it possible that they had not been 
forwarded to the General Council offices last May ? It was not 
really her fault, as she only did what her boss told her to do. 
Why had he not told her ? Did he forget ? Was he too casual 
about things ? Or was there a more profound reason ? 

She 'phoned back and told the officer what she had found. 

He instructed her to get the petitions to General Council in 
Victoria at once, by way of air courier, no matter what it cost. 
They were flown in - money did not seem to matter any more 
and the committee received them about three p.m. the next day. 

It was really too late for them to be considered. Anyway, they 
after a cursory examination - were found to say much the 
same as what by far the majority of all the others said: 
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Don't ordain homosexuals ! 

When this incident became known, there was much speculation 
as to the reasons for such negligence - or whatever. Some 
delegates from the Conference in question went into a flap about 
it, accusing the brass of unethical behaviour, and became quite 
upset and hostile. 


Linda Hare had never been to Victoria before; that was why, 
when she had to go there anyway, she arranged to have two days 
to herself before General Council began. She had enjoyed the day 
of her arrival pretty well by going about with a group of other 
Council delegates, some of whom had also brought spouses and 
families on the trip. But tagging along with a crowd made Linda 
nervous. So when she came back that evening and found that 
Sandra, a delegate from Windsor who would share her room had 
arrived, she was glad. Sandra was a university student in her 
mid- twenties and quite attractive; she was studying to be a 
teacher, and was eager to see as much as she could of Victoria's 
fabled sights. So the two spent the next day together, enjoying 
the fine weather, the flower gardens, and the old-fashioned 
charm of the city; they bought small gifts for friends back 
home; they had tea in the Empress Hotel, and of course they 
talked a lot. It became obvious to Linda that her roommate not 
only approved of the lesbian life style, but also practiced it 
with a girl friend whom she had left behind in Windsor. 
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That night, as they were making their preparations for the 
next day and getting ready for bed, Linda told her roommate 
about her problems with her husband, and how occasionally she 
had wondered what same-sex love would be like. 

Sandra laughed, and said: "It isn't so much a matter of 
love always; but sex is always present, of course. You can have 
sex without love, even as you can have love without sex. Now, 
apart from you and I loving each other as human beings and as 

Christians, we are not in love, the way I am in love with my 

girl friend. But she and I have an understanding that if we 
really want to, we are free to experiment with third parties. 

Are you interested, Linda ?" 

Linda was taken aback, and blushed. She had already 
disrobed, and was about to put on her nightie. She hesitated. 
This was her chance, if she really wanted to find out what it 
was all about. She put the nightie on the chair and said, "Why 
not ? Show me what a woman can do that a man can't. I think I 

could do it with a woman. Does that make me bisexual ?" 

"Maybe. But forget about definitions." 

Sandra quickly got out of her clothes. She stepped up to 
Linda and silkily stroked her hair, letting her left palm glide 
ever so gently over her right breast. A tremor went through 
Linda. She walked towards her bed and stretched out on it. 

Linda had never been kissed by another woman except for some 
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quick kisses when saying hello or goodbye. She did not find 
Sandra's kisses repulsive in the least. Sandra softly said, 

"We usually take time, lots of time. This makes it so much 
better than what men usually do. They always want to stick it 
in right away, and leave us high and dry. We take, sometimes, 
hours. " 

They did take time. Finally, two hours later, after they 
had each climaxed repeatedly, they fell asleep in each other's 
arms, satisfied and exhausted. 

The next morning, Linda felt a mixture of satisfaction and 
guilt. She must really be bisexual. The thought made her 
uneasy. All the same, she indulged again with Sandra that 
night. On the following morning, she began to analyze what had 
happened on the two nights previous, and she decided not to 
pursue a lesbian or a bisexual life. She could; but she would 
rather stick to males. Perhaps she would find a real man some 
time. What she and Sandra had done to each other, she would 
mentally note down as past experience. At least she would be 
more knowledgeable when thinking or talking about THE ISSUE ! 

While some of the other early arrivals were touring the 
island and enjoying themselves, the committee on THE ISSUE had 
begun its work. There were twenty- three members, with a 
carefully handpicked chairperson. The committee carefully began 
on the enormous mass of material. 

There were the petitions, which they divided among themselves 
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it being impossible for one person to read them all - and there 
were reports, documents, group statements, position papers, 
statements from the gay lobby within the church, from friends of 
the gay lobby, and so on. 

They laid the ground rules first. There must be unanimity, 
or else there would be no recommendation to General Council. 

The Concerned members, though they were very much in the 
minority, smelled victory when they accepted this strategy, as 
they would never agree to what the gays wanted. 

They decided, in fairness to both sides, to ask for a 
prominent ex-gay minister to join them on the same non-voting 
basis as the two homosexuals who had been assigned to them. 

This request was granted by the Staff. The ex-gay would be 
flown in. 

They soon realized that they needed a theological 
consultant. No top-flight theologian was on the committee. 

This request was also granted; they would be given one from the 
University. 

They spent the rest of the first day - and night 
reading petitions, et cetera, and collating the results. 

The second day, they worked all day until eleven p.m. 
without reaching any kind of conclusion or drafting any kind of 
statement. It was clear that the grass roots did not want to 
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have anything to do with homosexuals in the ministry; the vast 
majority of the petitions called for the rejection of The Report 
and all its recommendations. However, they did not have to 
listen to the grass roots. Finally, they decided to accept The 
Report as a study paper and as an historical document, but not 
as a binding and authoritative statement to be presented to 
Council. The Church was not ready for the notion that being gay 
is just like being left-handed, a good gift of God. 

The next morning when the committee reconvened, their eyes 
fell - with horror - on the blackboard, where somebody had 
written a string of obscenities - perhaps a janitor, who knew 
who was in the room - obscenities, and lewd allusions to the 
gay and lesbian practice. 

These were aimed at the two homosexuals, of course; but 
they all felt somehow the target of this bigotry. They decided 
not to erase it. They could live with this, and they were going 
to leave it for a while, as a witness to the intolerance and 
homophobia which were very much alive. 

The day wore on. General Council was already in session. 
They had to act quickly, if they wanted to act at all. 

Several solutions were tried. Both sides dug in. No 
compromise solution was forthcoming. They had, in effect, 
decided to recommend that The Report and all its recommendations 
be filed in the archives. "Historical document" was a courteous. 
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a euphemistic way of saying this. Now, they ought to come up 
with an alternative recommendation, on which they could agree. 
But what ? 

Suddenly one of them, as if inspired by - as some would 
say later - the Holy Spirit, and others - the devil, walked 
briskly to the blackboard, took an eraser, wiped out the 
obscenities, took up a piece of chalk and wrote: 

"All persons, regardless of their sexual orientation, who 
profess faith in Jesus Christ and obedience to Him, are welcome 
to be or become full members of the Church. 

All members of the Church are eligible to be considered for 
ordered ministry." 

She put the chalk down and walked back to her chair, paused 
for a moment, and, still standing, said: "I think this is it. 

It just came to me.” She sat down. There was silence. Nobody 
said anything. 

Finally the chairperson said: "This is indeed the 
solution. This is inspired ! What do you think of it ?" 

A member of The Concerned immediately said, "What do you 
mean by sexual orientation ? We must define whether or not we 
mean the practice of any particular sexual orientation. I could 
accept homosexuals who do not practice, just as the Catholics 
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accept heterosexuals who do not practice, as priests." 

At once the homosexuals spoke up, arguing that this was not 
fair. They could not be expected to be celibate, no more than 
all heterosexuals could be expected to be inactive. If there 
are heterosexuals who do not practice, fine; and if there are 
homosexuals who abstain, fine; but one cannot force this. It 
would be better to leave this undefined. The debate went on for 
two hours on this point. Finally, the chairwoman suggested that 
everybody be free to put his or her own interpretation on the 
words "regardless of their sexual orientation". 

The Concerned could not agree. Yes, it looked innocent 
enough. It was all factual, for this had been the practice all 
along, anyway. Applicants for Church membership were not 
usually, if ever, asked about their sexual preference, and many 
gays and lesbians had been received as members. It was also 
true that according to the Church Constitution every member had 
the right to apply for candidacy leading to ordination. That 
did not mean they had to be accepted, but they would have to be 
considered, if they applied. But they still disagreed. 

Everyone was getting very tired. 

"Can we agree to bring it, as it is, before Council, and 
let them decide ?" someone suggested. The Concerned agreed to 


that. Let Council decide. So it was settled. They would bring 
it before Council, just as soon as the business and agenda 
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people could slot them in. 

The Concerned committee members now began to have an 
uneasy feeling about what they had done. It dawned on them that 
they had been bamboozled by the gays and their friends. 

Agreeing to bring it before Council was in fact the same as 
agreeing to the content of what was to be brought. Three of 
them now registered a late dissent and negative vote, but were 
told that it was too late for that. One of them began to sob 
uncontrollably, as she realized what had happened. They had 
consented to having practicing homosexuals considered for 
ordination. Since the phrase was left undefined, this wa3 a 
possibility. How could they have done this ? 

When Big George, a prominent clergyman, saw the text of the 
draft, he said exult ingly - struck, as he was, by a sense of 
awe - "This is the work of the Holy Spirit ! " It was a 
miracle, some said. 

One Concerned committee member had her dissent registered 
when the draft resolution was presented on the floor as the 
unanimous recommendation of the committee. 

It was too late for anything like that, for now the battle 
was joined; now the heavy guns were booming on both sides. 

Bob Frost was at a microphone; was recognized by the 


Moderator . 
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"Mr. Moderator, I move an amendment, seconded by Bruce 
Manning, that the second statement 'All members of the Church 
are eligible to be considered for ordered ministry' be amended 
to read: 

" 'Qualified church members of befitting character as set 
forth in the New Testament, are eligible to be considered for 
ordered ministry. ' 

"The reason for this amendment is simply this: No church 
member who is a homosexual, particularly a practicing one - and 
the resolution before us does not exclude this possibility - 
must ever be considered for ordination. The draft formulation 
before us is nothing but a transparent subterfuge on the part of 
the gay community. We all know exactly where they stand, and 
what they want. They have been after this for years. And they 
must not get it, because it goes against all our Christian 
principles. It is certainly something the founders of our 
denomination would not have countenanced. As it has been 
presented, it flies in the face of the Basis of Union, which 
clearly spells out the high ethical and moral standards of our 
clergy, and how those applying for candidacy must be found 
beyond reproach. 

"It is silly to say that all members can be considered for 
the ministry. Surely, we would not want to consider practicing 
child molesters, wife beaters, rapists, and dope addicts, would 
we ? Yet here we are asked to consider ordaining men and women 
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with a sexual life style which is just as repugnant to the great 
majority of our members and adherents. They expressed their 
feelings about that in their many petitions. It is equally 
unacceptable to the rest of the clergy, who must uphold, in 
their teaching and preaching, and by their example, the highest 
values of the Judeo-Christian tradition: loving fidelity in 
marriage, and loving chastity before marriage. This makes no 
allowance for the gay and lesbian life style ! 

"As Church members 'who profess faith in Jesus Christ and 
obedience to Him' - as the first part of the resolution reads 
- we can do no less than be obedient to God's Word ! The New 
Testament is very plain on homosexuality, and on general fitness 
for ministry. 

"I shall vote for my amendment, and I urge all present to 
do the same, as otherwise we shall jeopardize the existence of 
an effective ministry in our denomination, and the existence of 
the denomination itself." 

He sat down, and Bruce Manning, the seconder, who stood 
next in line, was just about to be recognized, when a practicing 
gay clergyman, not a delegate, who was in institutional 
employment, and not in a pastorate, seized the microphone and 
implored the Council not to pass this amendment, because he and 
many others were indeed gay and lesbian, and they must not be 
discriminated against. In fact, he argued, if this trend should 
continue, if the Church should decide against the clergy who 
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were not heterosexual, and start a witch hunt, he would have to 
face the possibility of turning out his lover onto the street, a 
man he dearly loved. How could he do this ? And after all, the 
Council would do well to remember that the Sistine Chapel, the 
book "On Walden Pond," and the play "The Importance of Being 
Ernest" were all the products of gay genius ! 

The Moderator had made no attempt to correct the man's 
discourtesy to the Chair and to Bruce, or to rule the man out of 
order because he was not a delegate. The Moderator merely 
looked benign, and recognized Bruce when the man had finished. 

Then Bruce spoke, repeating the amendment clearly, echoing 
Bob Frost's sentiments, and adding that the folk at home would 
never accept the draft resolution, but they would settle down if 
this amendment were passed. The debate raged on until someone 
moved closure. The vote was taken, and the amendment was lost. 

John Graham of The Concerned proposed an amendment which 
would have inserted the word "non-practicing", thus allowing 
members with a non-heterosexual orientation to apply for 
ordination, provided they lived celibate. 

John said: "Mr. Moderator, some of us must have been 
asleep, or very tired, to have brought this resolution to the 
floor. As it stands, it is unclear and highly confusing. The 
many different interpretations that will arise from it will rip 
our Church apart. For example: What is sexual orientation ? 
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Does it mean a sexual preference only, or does it include the 
practice of same ? There are many sexual preferences, not just 
the one called homosexual. There are people whose sexual 
orientation is such that they desire to mate with animals, or 
children, or dead bodies, and so on ! Are we saying here that 
all non-heterosexual orientations are no barrier to ordination ? 
That is absurd, but the resolution can be so construed. I tell 
you, if we could add the word 'non-practicing', we might just be 
able to live with this. 

"I move an amendment, seconded by Stanley Hart, to amend 
the second part of the resolution so that it will read: 

" 'All members of the Church are eligible to be considered 
for ordered ministry regardless of their sexual orientation, 
provided they remain non-practicing, with the exception of 
heterosexuals in the bond of marriage.' 

Ken Morley was recognized by the Chair. 

"Mr. Chairman, I mean Mr. Moderator, we simply cannot adopt 
this amendment. It would not do justice to our gay and lesbian 
friends. They cannot be expected to be living like monks or nuns 
any more than heterosexuals can. If they want to, that's fine, 
but we must not cramp their style to the point where we put an 
intolerable burden on them. That's not just, that's not fair. 
Let's just leave it as it is, and everybody can put his or her 
own interpretation on it." 
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"But," objected the next speaker, who was Stanley Hart, 
"that is just the trouble. Mr. Moderator, I speak in favour of 
the amendment. The folk back home will never accept such a 
vague statement as the draft resolution as it now stands. To 
them, it will simply mean that their Church wishes to protect, 
even to promote the practice of homosexuality amongst its 
clergy. To them, it will mean that we here, who were sent to 
represent our Church, have given the green light to gay 
ordination. " 

"So what !" somebody yelled. 

"So what ?" Hart continued. "I'll tell you, so what. Mr. 
Moderator, there will be an exodus of members; financial support 
will dry up. We here represent the Church, but we are not the 
Church. The people are the Church, and they will not stand for 
this. Let's be reasonable. Look at the petitions !" 

A well-known self-declared lesbian took the microphone. 

"I speak against the amendment, Mr. Moderator," she said. "I am 
glad that the words 'practicing', 'active', and 'self-declared' 
are not in the resolution. I know, this is how it started 
what about self-declared, practicing homosexuals - but we 
don't need that. It's better to leave that out. Let's just keep 
it the way it is and not snoop into people's private lives, 
especially their sex lives. This is 1988. Let's not go back to 
the Dark Ages. We all know that there are many gays and 
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lesbians serving the Church faithfully already; the General 
Council admitted this, and thanked them, already in 1984. So 
let's just leave the resolution as it is. We don't have to 
antagonize anybody by being more specific." 

After several more had spoken both for and against, with 
the pro-gay speakers appealing to justice, freedom and emotion, 
a speaker moved "that the vote be now taken," which carried; the 
vote on the amendment was taken, and the amendment was lost. 

Bruce Manning now spoke: "Mr. Moderator, I don't hear 
anybody who is in favour of the resolution referring to the 
Bible; I don't hear anybody quoting the Word of God. Is this a 
Church, or is it some humanistic club ? Are we not supposed to 
uphold biblical standards ? Does not the Bible make it 
perfectly clear that homosexuality, especially the practiced 
kind, is out ? Does not the Church catholic hold that this 
practice is an abomination and a vice ? We must throw this 
statement out, and throw it out now." 

Ruth Keenan was next in line to speak. "What is so 
terrible about being gay or lesbian ?" she asked. "Everybody 
thinks that homosexuals are promiscuous satyrs that spread AIDS, 
and that lesbians move from one partner to another. Gays and 
lesbians can have committed relationships which are every bit as 
stable and loving and wholesome as any heterosexual marriage; 
and believe you me, in many cases they by far outshine 
heterosexual relationships, including marriage, when it comes to 
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love, devotion and consideration - ever hear of battered 
wives ?" 


Non-voting gay and pro-gay youth delegates now began 
flocking to the microphones, standing in the long lines, making 
speeches about justice and Christian love when their turn came, 
effectively impressing on those who listened that yes, the young 
people were in favour. They also used up precious time, 
effectively preventing some delegates who did have a vote from 
having their turn to speak. 

Finally, after hours more of arguing back and forth, a 
well-known gay activist had the floor. He said: 

"I am a member of this Church. I am a human being. I am 
not some kind of monster, or a threat to anybody. I am the way 
I am, I can't help that. I plead with you, accept me as a 
brother. Speak to me. I want to be a first class Church member 
and not some kind of freak; why shouldn't I be on the same level 
as heterosexuals ? Why should I be denied ordination ? Please ! 
Do not reject me, for the love of Christ." 

This speech, and similar ones had the effect of slowly, but 
inexorably changing the opinion and the mood of many delegates 
who had arrived firm in their opposition to gay ordination. 

They now knew they had to vote for the draft resolution. It was 
the right thing to do, regardless of what the folk back home had 
told them. They were here as independent delegates; and if the 
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Holy Spirit told them what to do, how could they say no ? 

Finally, at two a.m. , the vote was taken. The motion to 
adopt the draft resolution passed by a two-thirds majority. 

One delegate, who belonged to The Concerned, tore his shirt 
an ancient biblical gesture of extreme grief. Reporters 
flocked around him, questioning, taking pictures. 

The reporters rushed to their fax machines, computers and 
phones. The word went out across the country: 

UNITED CHURCH ORDAINS HOMOSEXUALS. 

That was not exactly what the resolution said; it only 
mentioned that they could be considered. But the reporters saw 
little, if any difference between those two expressions. Anyone 
considered may also be approved. 

This certainly was not what The Concerned members of the 
committee had in mind when they agreed to bring the draft 
resolution - with which they did not agree - before the 
General Council. A few had become worried about that, and had 
tried to go back on that decision when it was too late. Now 
their worst fears had come true. The statement was interpreted 
by the press as opening the door towards gay ordination. 


The next morning, when the Council reconvened, there were 



215 


further recriminations, further arguments. Some delegates 
proposed amendments and additional statements, which were 
accepted. These stated that the Church also recognizes blessed 
singleness and voluntary celibacy, and that the Church wants 
people to remain faithful to their marriage vows. All this was 
adopted, and placed alongside the statements concerning the 
acceptability of all sorts of sexual orientations, practiced or 
otherwise . 

The United Church had become all things to all people. 
Unlike other denominations that dealt with this issue, and which 
said NO to even a consideration of homosexual ministerial 
candidates, the United Church had given the green light to same. 

Most people were asleep when the first news flashes spanned 
the country. They heard about it next morning, on the early 
news . 


That morning. The Concerned resorted to a contingency plan 
which had been worked out before, in case things went wrong. 

One of their members asked for a ruling from the Chair 
concerning the constitutionality of what Council had done. 
According to the basic Constitution, any essential change in the 
constitution agreed upon at the time of union by the uniting 
denominations, had to be voted on by the Presbyteries, and if 
advisable also by the Sessions of each congregation, and passed, 
before it could become Church law. This process of ratification 
or rejection was known as a "remit". 
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This, so he argued, was indeed a major, essential change. 
One cannot, so he reasoned, assume that the founding fathers and 
mothers ever contemplated homosexuality as a viable ministerial 
life style. Therefore, this entire matter would have to be 
remitted for a vote at least to the Presbyteries before it could 
become law. 

The Chair ruled that this was not necessary, inasmuch as 
nothing had really changed. What was now law had already been 
practiced for years, and what the resolution said could always 
be, and in fact had always been done. Homosexuals could and did 
Join the Church, and once they were members, they could be 
considered for ordination. 

The homosexual lobby had become afraid when they saw this 
maneuvre carried out by The Concerned. They knew that there was 
still much opposition among the Presbyteries, and that they 
might well lose the war there. Many Church folk had even talked 
about a referendum, an every-member vote, on this issue. But 
the gay lobby knew that no further vote could be allowed, as 
that could well scuttle everything they had worked for so hard, 
for so long - some of them, for a decade and more. 

But they believed that they could depend on their friends 
in high places, and they were right. No further vote was 
necessary: that was the ruling. 


Another member of The Concerned immediately gave notice 
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that he would appeal the ruling of the Chair to the Judicial 
Committee of the Church. It was, after all, quite obvious to 
him and to many others that what happened the night before was 
not just a minor policy adjustment, or a spelling out of what 
was already there. It was, indeed, a major change in the 
criteria for ordination, violating the Scriptural standards, and 
could therefore be thrown out by the Presbyteries, as it 
probably would be. This was a quantum leap of cosmic 
proportions. Why did not the Chair see this ? 

The final battle - unless, a few months from now, the 
Judicial Committee would throw the statement out - had been 
fought. The lobbying, the buttonholing, the persuading, the 
cabals, the glib talk and the prophetic utterances, the threats, 
the coaxing, the pleading, the wearing of the gay, pink 
triangles, it had come to an end. Council had done its work, 
and the Church would never be the same again. 

There was anger and frustration among the Concerned. 

There was jubilation and rejoicing among the homosexuals, 
although some wondered aloud just what the statement did imply. 
Was it really all that sweeping, as The Concerned suggested it 
was ? Gays and lesbians could still be turned down at each 
level, beginning at the congregational level, when applying for 
candidacy leading to ordination. The words "eligible to be 
considered" were, after all, no big deal. What had they really 


gained ? 
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To The Concerned, it was a very big deal. They felt that 
the Church had caved in to the homosexuals, had given its 
official stamp of approval to "gay ordination" which, when it 
had taken place in the past, had never been officially endorsed 
by the Church, but had been in the nature of some kind of 
unfortunate freak accident. 

In spite of a few gloomsayers, there was much rejoicing 
just the same among the gays and lesbians. That night, in many 
a manse where gays or lesbians lived together, the champagne 
corks popped and there was a sense of relief. Now, they could 
come out of the closet; now, their lifestyle was legitimate in 
their Church. 

Many a delegate, though, began to wonder how it had 
happened. How could they go back home and face the folk who had 
sent them here ? 

Linda Hare had voted for the resolution. To her, it was 
simply a matter of justice and fairness, and a recognizing of 
certain givens, especially since she herself had tasted of the 
lesbian kind of love - and enjoyed it. She felt good as she 
packed and prepared to return home. She had participated in an 


historic event. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE AFTERMATH 

It was a cloudy morning during the fourth week of August, 
1988. Jo Graham, wearing a peach-coloured cotton housecoat and 
sandals, sat down to her solitary breakfast. For company, she 
had let in Brandy, who now sat at her side begging for tidbits 
a bad canine habit which it seemed impossible to break. 

"Brandy," Jo sighed, "lie down - that's a good dog - 
you've already had your breakfast. Did you forget ? Now stay." 

Jo knew that any time now she would hear about the Council 
decision. It should have come on the late news last night, but 
it had not. They must have argued into the hours past midnight, 
she thought. She had gone to sleep about one o'clock in the 
morning. The radio was playing now; it was nearly eight 
o'clock. She poured a half-inch of milk into her favourite 
"Grandmother" mug, added steaming coffee and took a long sip, 
cradling the hot china in both hands. 

"Here is the CBC news: The United Church General Council 
last night approved the ordination of homosexuals. This is a 
milestone decision...." 

The announcer continued, but Jo did not hear what more was 
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said. Her mind went blank for a few moments. She carefully set 
down her mug and stared into space . 

Finally she mumbled aloud: " I don't believe it. This 
can't be. Nobody thought Council would do this." The old 
collie cocked her head, trying to catch a word she knew; she 
remained obediently down. Jo had lost her appetite. She turned 
off the radio and sat there numbly looking at the food. 
Occasionally she shook her head. Then she cut her egg and toast 
into pieces, set the plate between Brandy's neat white paws, and 
went into the living room to pace up and down. She had to 
think, but for awhile she was too stunned to do so. Then she 
thought of John; she prayed for wisdom to be given him, and for 
his safe return. 

She remembered her mother's prescription for dealing with 
grief: "Just do the next thing." So she cleared the table, 

dressed, and took Brandy for their usual morning walk, her mind 
now thoroughly awake and preoccupied. How could this happen; 
why did it happen ? Maybe it never happened - could it be a 
mistake ? Jo headed for home at a faster pace to check the next 
radio newscast and the television news, but they only said the 
same as before. 

Few people had actually anticipated this outcome. Most 
Church members were convinced that the weight of the petitions 
and the general opposition would cause the Council to turn 
th um bs down on any kind of consideration of gay ordination. 
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This is why, when the news hit, it hit home hard. 

One leading opponent of the radical trends in the Church, 
when he heard the news, had a coronary and had to be rushed to 
the hospital, his life sorely in danger. 

Rick and his lover were jubilant when they received word on 
the breakthrough. Now, thought Rick, he and Peter could live 
together. His life style had been vindicated. 

Harry East was pleased with what he heard. He had always 
felt that his gay and lesbian colleagues should not be 
discriminated against. "Now, at last, justice will be done," he 
told his wife. 

Most who heard the somewhat garbled version which at first 
came out in the media assumed that the Report itself had been 
adopted, without any changes. This made their reaction so much 
the more violent, for now the Church - so they thought - had 
officially said that homosexuality was a good gift of God. 

It became apparent only a day or two later, when the press 
began to analyze things, that this was not quite the way it was. 
While the Report was set aside, nevertheless the main point of 
the Report, rephrased, had been adopted. Homosexual - or any 
other - orientation was now no barrier to ordination. This 
did not change the essence of the matter; but at least it was a 
small concession to those who could see nothing God-given about 
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this orientation. 

If the whole country - not only members of the United 
Church - had been caught up in the debate before the General 
Council decision, now it was worse. There was no other topic of 
conversation of any consequence. There was derision and there 
were jokes aimed at United Church people; there were angry 
comments from fundamentalists, laudatory remarks from gay 
activists, and sympathy for The Concerned and their supporters 
from members of the denominations which had said "No". 

Some homosexuals soberly asked themselves whether their new 
advantage was, in fact, that. If their opponents were to 
understand the undefined term "sexual orientation" to mean 
"practicing", that would be fine. However, there were many who 
insisted that it meant "non-practicing", as far as they were 
concerned. Already congregations were passing resolutions to 
that effect: when it came to selecting clergy to serve them, 
they understood the crucial phrase to mean non-practicing, and 
they would act accordingly. What had gays gained, then ? Were 
they not back to square one, and even worse than that ? They 
had wanted Council to come up with a clear statement giving the 
green light to homosexual practice among the clergy and the 
laity alike. Somehow, what Council had done was not strong 
enough . 

The Concerned took the stance that "sexual orientation" 
included the practice of whatever orientation it was. 
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Therefore, they said, what Council had done was to okay 
homosexual practice for Church members and for clergy. They let 
it be known that they would never accept that. They expected 
dire consequences for the Church as a result of this brazen 
attack on Christian morals and the family. 

Many congregations held indignation meetings within 
forty-eight hours of the decision. In a small Ontario town an 
irate Church member, after the protest meeting was over, rushed 
out and began to attack the signboard. He had already removed 
the first three letters of UNITED before his minister talked him 
into desisting. 

In another town, a similar incident took place and a member 
had to be forcibly restrained from demolishing the lawn sign. 
Many congregations draped their church signs in black. Some put 
up a large placard reading "We are NOT in favour" or "WE didn"t 
do it". 

Several congregations voted to secede from the United 
Church immediately. They had, of course, not given careful 
thought to this move, which involves several consequential 
steps. These ought to have been taken in orderly fashion in 
order to resolve matters without too much confusion, hurt and 
damage. According to law the Mother Body, the United Church of 
Canada, owns all the property, which is held "in trust" for the 
use of the congregation by the trustees. In the case of the 
dissolution of a congregation, this includes all the bank 
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accounts held under the church name. One congregation that 
seceded at once soon found out that over thirty thousand dollars 
of what used to be their assets had been frozen by their bank at 
the request of the Staff in Toronto. 

Of course, if a congregation dissolved which had a debt on 
their property, the Mother Body would get the property, and the 
debt as well. 

Many members of the congregations who left the Church were 
older folk who had invested much time, money and love in the 
church edifices which were to be forfeited. They walked away 
from them just the same, and started all over again in a school 
auditorium. 

There were, however, in the weeks and months that followed, 
not as many breakaway congregations as some of The Concerned had 
predicted. Many congregations who were vitriolic in their 
opposition to the General Council decision were loath to give up 
their church building with all its furnishings - piano, organ, 
furniture, hymnbooks, office equipment - everything, down to 
the last pencil in the Sunday School. Most also possessed a 
manse, a house the congregation owned and maintained for the use 
of the minister. This valuable property also stood to be 
forfeited. 

In practically all cases where there was a majority 
decision to pull out, a small percentage of loyalists stayed 
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back as part of the United Church. These few, then, under the 
oversight of the Mother Body as represented by Presbytery, 
became the proprietors of the buildings and bank accounts, 
responsible for maintenance, insurance, repairs, utility bills, 
taxes, and the salary of their minister, if they had one. 

Many ministers who were for the General Council decision 
found themselves under attack. In one big city church, such an 
incumbent happened to be absent on the Sunday following the 
General Council, and a student was in charge of the service. 
After the final benediction, an elderly curmudgeon of a 
parishioner jumped to his feet and shouted: 

"I want everybody to stay." He made his way to the front, 
and continued, "We have all heard about what General Council 
did. How many here are against gay ordination ? If you are 
against gay ordination, stand up !" Out of the two hundred 
persons present, one hundred and eighty stood up. "Thank you," 
he said, and went back to join his wife in leaving the church 
building. That was all. It made quite an impression on the 
people who were there and on the people who heard about it; by 
Monday, it was all over town, and beyond. 

The incumbent heard about it, too, the minute he returned. 
He went up like a rocket, fizzing and sputtering. How could 
anyone do this to him ? How could anybody take the law into his 
own hands like that ? Of course, he no more owned the 
congregation than the curmudgeon did. After the final 
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benediction, in a war situation like this, perhaps all was fair, 
all was permitted - or was it ? 

Many congregations who met over the issue expressed their 
dismay at being ignored by the powers-that-be . All those 
petitions for naught ! 

There were cases where ministers could not get their 
paycheques any more, because hardly anyone came to church, and 
not enough money was put on the offering plate. As for the 
reserves that could have been used to offset the deficit, they 
had already been depleted before General Council. The folk had 
found out that those ministers who said they were "undecided" 
about gay ordination were really in favour, and they liked 
deception even less than the other. 

On the eastern seaboard, the Conference had already decided 
before General Council met that they would have a meeting after 
it, no matter how things went in Victoria. Accordingly, they 
convened a two-day meeting and - being mostly against what 
General Council had done - seriously considered the secession 
of the entire Conference. It was decided that any motion, in 
order to pass, must receive a vote of at least two-thirds. 

The homosexual community, however, had sent representatives 
as well, and they now moved into gear. They disrupted the 
meeting as much as possible with discourteous behaviour. They 
made long-winded speeches. Also, in order to waste still more 
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time and to stall the final vote, they tied the meeting up with 
procedural disputes - points of order, points of privilege 
were constantly raised. They bickered even with each other, and 
at times the meeting degenerated into chaos. The debate dragged 
on without being resolved late into the second day; many 
delegates had to leave, and were leaving. When the vote to 
secede was finally called, it had the simple majority but not 
the required two-thirds. 

There was now a great deal of acrimony and hostility 
between the two camps which had now divided, not only in the 
Maritimes but all over the country, into "them" and "us". 

The gays had, of course, with the wearing of the pink 
triangles at General Council, implied that their critics were 
like the Nazis. In Germany forty-odd years ago. Hitler and his 
cohorts had given homosexuals a terrible time, throwing them 
into concentration camps and having many killed. 

The gays also sometimes verbally labelled their critics as 
'Nazis', and did other things. A prominent United Church 
clergyman, a member of The Concerned, arrived home after 
participating in the fight against gay ordination at General 
Council. There were big, black swastikas painted on the manse 
where he and his wife lived. 

All over the country, many more members just walked away 
from their churches, joining or simply attending churches of 
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other denominations, or just quitting going to church altogether 
in their disgust and grief. Stalwart pillars - members who 
had been faithful supporters and workers for decades - some of 
them in their eighties, left the United Church. 

There was an immediate drop in the givings to the 
Maintenance and Mission Fund, which, while it did support 
missionaries and assist poorer churches, was also used to pay 
the expenses of the large and complicated administrative 
apparatus of the Church. This latter item included national 
Staff and Head Office salaries for three hundred employees, the 
expenses of numerous national task forces and committees, the 
voluminous mailings, and fees for lawyers to fight conservative 
ministers like Tom Richards who were suing the Church for 
wrongful dismissal. 

Although the Church was always trying to recruit more 
candidates for the ministry, the enrollment of theological 
students dropped sharply by just under fifty percent. One 
Church college had only one student enrolled in the first year. 
Another college kept its enrollment high; it was known for being 
the school where most of the lesbians went. It had one lone 
heterosexual student, a happily-married woman of thirty. 

It was a no-win situation. 

Prior to 1988, there were numbers of ministers who had 
become more and more disenchanted and unhappy with the United 
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Church. The creeping liberalism and radicalism, the flirtation 
with other religions including old-fashioned paganism and 
witchcraft, the inclusive-language debate, the emphasis on 
social issues rather than personal religion, all this and more 
had combined to make them think about pulling out and starting 
over somewhere else. Still, apart from the occasional ones who 
did leave, they never quite felt that the time was ripe, 
especially if they had a good "living", as the Church of England 
used to call it : a pleasant situation and a fair income, plus 
security. 

All this came to an abrupt end when General Council decided 
to ordain homosexuals. Not only did quite a few members decide 
they could no longer stay in the United Church; so did quite a 
number of ministers. 

Where, though, could they go ? The time had come to leave, 
but who would take them ? Where would they feel comfortable ? 
There was no shortage of denominations out there, but somehow 
practically none of them were satisfactory. Some were too 
puritanical in their emphasis, others still too liberal. Some 
would not baptize infants, while many dissenters still believed 
in infant baptism. There was a feeling among the disgruntled 
that never again would they belong to a church that would have 
higher-ups spoil things for them and push them around. Never 
again would they risk losing their church property to a 
denomination of which they were a part. 
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John Graham's church in Deep Lake had wanted to amend its 
constitution, to forbid the use of "inclusive" language with 
reference to God and particularly the vise of the inclusive 
language lectionary; to do this, they needed the approval of 
their Presbytery, which refused to allow the amendment. This 
caused some members to think secession even before the gay 
ordination issue hit the fan. 


Several members of the clergy and some members of 
congregations that were determined to separate came together in 
Niagara Falls for a conference to discuss future possibilities. 
They eventually adopted a resolution to the effect that they 
should somehow stick together, not going their separate ways, 
but should remain independent as congregations without anybody 
above them. This kind of church polity is known as 
Congregational. They voted to adopt this name, "or such other 
name as may be available at law" for the new fledgling 
denomination. A lawyer who was part of the meeting suggested 
the extra phrase. 

Upon returning home, the lawyer, as part of his work toward 
establishing the new church, began to investigate whether the 
new name "would fly". 

The next day he informed the Rev. John Turner, the chairman 
of the new denomination, that it was impossible to start a 
Congregational Church in Canada, because there already was one. 
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Furthermore, any new denomination could not be granted a 
federal charter for twenty-five years; the law required this 
kind of lead-in time for the accreditation of bona fide 
religious denominations. This would mean, among other things, 
that its ministers would not be granted permission to solemnize 
marriages until the accreditation was completed. 

As Jack Turner hung up the phone, he felt quite stunned by 

this piece of news, and did not know what to do. He had never 
Or •’«*+' 

heard of the/4 existence of a "Congregational" Church in Canada. 

He was sitting in the office of his United Church - he 
had not yet submitted his resignation - and a mood of black 
despair threatened to engulf him. It was three o'clock on a 
Thursday afternoon in September, 1988. He began to pray. 

The President of the Congregational Christian Churches in 
Ontario, Wilfred Roth, was driving that day through the city 
where Jack Turner was trying to get a church going but could not 
even get the name legitimized. Turner had never heard of the 
federally chartered Congregational Christian Churches in 
Ontario, a venerable association of autonomous congregations 
which had begun in 1825. Nobody at the meeting in Niagara Falls 
had known of it. 

The President was on his way to consult with one of the 
ministers of the remnant churches about a planned building 


program. 
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The news concerning the proposed new Congregational Church 
had been given to the media one day after the conference in 
Niagara Falls. The conference had adjourned late Tuesday night. 
It was on Thursday that the news services picked it up and put 
it on the wires and on the air. 

Wilfred Roth had been listening to a program of music which 
he did not particularly enjoy; it was not his kind of music, but 
he left the radio on anyway, without knowing why. Then came the 
three o'clock news. There were items concerning the bank rate, 
a strike, an unsolved murder, and then he heard this: 

"According to the Rev. John Turner, a group of United 
Church ministers and representatives of congregations, all 
disappointed in their Church's stand on the ordination of 
homosexuals, decided on Tuesday evening to form a new 
denomination, known as the Congregational Church of Canada." 

Roth did not hear what came next. He almost drove off the 
road. His heart started to pound faster. Thoughts flashed 
through his brain: 

"But WE have the name Congregational. What made them 
adopt our name ? Do they know we exist ? John Turner. He 
lives in this town ! I must see John Turner." 

He had heard of Turner before and knew where the church he 
served was. Turner had become well-known because of his 
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militant stand on the gay ordination issue. Roth turned off at 
the next intersection, stepped on the gas, and soon drove up to 
the church where Jack, minutes before, had hung up the phone and 
started to pray. He went in, found the office, and introduced 
himself to Jack's secretary. He wanted to see the Rev. Turner. 

The secretary led him down the hall to the minister's 
study, knocked, then opened the door. 

"Rev. Turner, this is Rev. Wilfred Roth, the president of 
the Congregational Christian Churches in Ontario." 

"Hello, Mr. Turner. I heard your news clip on the radio 
less than five minutes ago. Let's talk." 

Talk they did, both that day and afterward. After several 
clandestine conversations between representatives of the two 
groups over the following weeks (for most dissenting United 
Church ministers, like Jack, had not yet resigned), they had a 
plan in place by which the Conference of the Congregational 
Christian Churches in Ontario would accept all qualified 
disaffected United Church clergy and congregations who would 
apply. 

It seemed almost too good to be true, but there it was. 

The remnant of five Congregational Christian churches had 
continued on after 1925, when their other mostly larger churches 
had elected to go with the United Church of Canada. In the 
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decade just past, their number had grown to seven. For all 
those years they had met annually as a Conference, sometimes 
wondering why they continued on. Now they felt they knew why. 

As for Jack and his congregation and others like them, they 
could now move into a ready-made existing denomination, firmly 
Bible-based, conservative in theology, congregational in polity. 
It was wonderful. The little denomination would get a much 
bigger church family, and the orphans would find a home. Many 
saw this as the hand of God. 

The ministers who resigned from the ministry of the United 
Church would lose their permission to perform marriages in their 
province. Once accepted as accredited ministers in the 
Congregational Christian Churches, they could then reapply to 
their provincial Registrar General for permission to perform 
marriages. As it turned out, this was granted with all due 
despatch, and most ministers were pleasantly surprised to find 
that they had been re-issued the same registration number. 

The Credentials Committee of the CCC, which interviewed 
all the ministerial applicants, was stern but fair. One of the 
applicants after his interview confided, "They wanted to know 
more about me than I know about myself .. .not , of course, that I 
have anything to hide . " 

The little denomination had, some time before, been offered 
a gift of a powerful, famous-name brand computer. At the time, 
they were uncertain as to whether they really needed that; but 
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one doesn't turn down a well-meant gift ! Now, installed in the 
conference office in Keswick, it proved wonderfully useful. A 
half-time secretary was able to cope beautifully with all the 
information to be recorded, collated and processed, and the 
requests for information which arrived daily. The computer was 
only a small detail, but it made a big difference. Was this the 
finger of God, too ? 

The Congregational Christian Church could trace one branch 
of its spiritual ancestry right back to the Mayflower Pilgrims, 
and beyond. The United Church of Canada, of course, was related, 
since it had the Congregational Church as one of its founding 
components. But its relationship to the newly rediscovered, 
always independently existing smaller denomination was that of a 
hostile brother. 

The federal government had just made pension plans portable 
and so, as luck would have it, or - as others said - God's 
providence arranged it, it was easy for ministers to move from 
one denomination into the other. 

That month saw many United Church ministers write out and 
submit their resignations. They struck out in faith. They did 
not all have churches to go to. They would lose their security 
and sizable salaries. 

Most of all, the United Church would lose them. This was 
the most decisive and far-reaching consequence of "The Miracle 
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of Victoria". And there were more results. 

There were United churches whose ministers were fiercely- 
opposed to gay ordination. They too experienced a reduction in 
membership and attendance. Folk did not want to be associated 
with "the gay church", no matter who the minister was. 

Others stuck with a beloved minister as long as he or she 
was around; once gone, they would go, too. The Pentecostal 
Tabernacles in many a Canadian city experienced a boost in their 
attendance. 

There were pro-gay folk who also quit going to church 
because they disliked the anti-gay minister - where there was 
one . 


Close relatives of lesbians and gays who felt empathy with 
their homosexual next-of-kin also quit going to anti-gay 
ministers. 

It was still a no-win situation. Many still stayed, some 
to fight "The Issue" of gay ordination, some because they could 
not bring themselves to leave their stately building and what 
was in it. 

Many ministers and members began to do a sort of Rubicon 
shuffle, back and forth. Like Julius Caesar, at first they had 
merely wondered whether to leave their side of the river and go 
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across. Now, day by day, and sometimes twice in one day, they 
made up their minds one way, and afterward changed them. Should 
they leave ? Should they stay ? It was a time of confusion and 
uncertainty, a time of heartache and pain, a time of sorrow and 
rage. 


There were some United churches which actually experienced 
a rush of membership applications and an increase in attendance 
and givings. These were the churches pastored by the "company" 
men and women, clergy who were gay or lesbian, or else were 
thoroughly in sympathy with the homosexuals' aims and goals. 
These clergy were vociferous, they were outspoken, and they 
attracted many gays and lesbians to their services. Some came, 
not so much out of Christian conviction, as from a desire to 
support a pro-gay who had gone to bat for the gay community. 
Others were religiously motivated and were perfectly sincere. 
Finally, they had found a home. So far as they were concerned, 
they were Christians and needed a church. They had been shunned 
and made to feel unwelcome in some congregations, they felt. 

Here they could hold their heads high and be welcomed by a 
friendly minister and church. They took full advantage of this 
new situation, which they considered God-sent. 

A prominent minister of a big city church in Toronto let it 
be known that he was not satisfied with the wishy-washy 
resolution passed in Victoria. The next General Coxincil would 
have to be more specific, welcoming practicing gays and lesbians 
to all church positions. If not, then he would leave the United 
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Church. Furthermore, if any of his children became gay or 
lesbian from any cause or because of any role model, that would 
be all right by him. He would gladly support them in their life 
style. After all, it's just like being left-handed. And 
anybody wanting the Church's blessing on their homosexual union 
should just come to him. 

The voicing of these sentiments went unchecked by the 
Church authorities. 

However, there were cases where ministers openly critical 
of what had happened in Victoria were threatened with 
disciplinary action; most were on the Executive of The 
Concerned. 

A special case was that of the Rev. Randolph Rodriguez, a 
respected minister who had specialized in providing a home and 
services to severely handicapped youngsters in Hamilton. He was 
formally charged by a fellow minister for publicly attacking the 
supreme Council and its stand on gay ordination. Such was said 
to be a violation of his ordination vows, wherein he promised to 
uphold the Church's polity, and also a violation of the good 
name of the Church. Reason prevailed, however, and the charges 
were dropped. After all, Rand did not attack or disregard the 
polity. He attacked the policy, and no United Church minister 
ever took a vow that would prohibit him / her from doing that. 


Even some media people, who should have known better. 
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became confused between policy and polity. It was always the 
privilege of a United Church minister to criticize the Church's 
policy, or the government's, for that matter. "Freedom of the 
pulpit", it was called. 

Many churches continued, more or less effectively, with 
their work and mission, even though the majority of their 
members had grave reservations about what had happened. They 
were hoping that all this was a big mistake, which would be 
corrected at any time. 

Some ministers stayed in the fight, hoping that, with 
fervent prayer, tenacious determination, and lots of hard work, 
things could still be turned around. Some ministers who 
continued in the Church despite their feelings of revulsion did 
so mostly or partly because they were loath to give up their 
salaries and their manses or housing allowances, pension plans, 
and other perks. The United Church represented security and 
stability in the community. Some ministers with young families 
perhaps reminded themselves of St. Paul's dictum that "if anyone 
does not provide ... for his own family, he has denied the faith 
and is worse than an unbeliever." For whatever reason, some 
found it impossible to part. 

Other ministers threw such considerations to the winds and 
followed their principles and convictions, quit the Church, and 
sometimes found themselves unemployed, or on part-time for some 
small, independent, secessionist congregation. 
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The ex-gays in the ministry felt their betrayal at the 
hands of their Church most keenly. From their own experience, 
they knew homosexuality to be a reversible condition. They had 
worked hard to convince homosexuals that there is hope, that 
there is an escape, that there is a way out and that they could, 
by God's grace lead them out of that lifestyle which is, in the 
end, so they said, destructive. Now they felt stabbed in the 
back by General Council's acceptance of homosexual practice as a 
viable Christian lifestyle. They were among the first to 
leave . 

The Staff at Church House kept receiving hundreds of 
letters every day, a phenomenon which had been in evidence for 
some time. The volume of letters had reached a great crescendo 
before and during August, and had only abated slightly in 
September; now irate parishioners complained that they had not 
been, and were not being listened to. Many letters were 
abusive, vitriolic, insulting, and some were irrational. People 
were upset. They were incensed. Some letters were so full of 
hate that the secretaries who opened and read them burst into 
tears, or became physically ill. 

The Staff had emergency meetings. They had to come up with 
a strategy, a plan to defuse this situation which appeared to be 
getting out of control. 

Many of The Concerned clergy spoke, wrote, lectured and 
preached in the most aggressive and militant way, not holding 
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back whatsoever in their contemptuous treatment of General 
Council, the Staff, and anybody who had anything to do with what 
had happened. 

The top man at Church House found himself in a position 
where he could not guide the Church through these troubled 
waters, being quite at a loss as to what to do with and about it 
all. He wrote a somewhat ineffectual pastoral letter to the 
Church, asking for tolerance and understanding on both sides. 

He left the hard decisions to the Staff. They would have to 
come up with something. And they did. 
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CHAPTER IX 

SMOKE AND MIRRORS 


The Staff was becoming more and more alarmed at what was 
happening across the Church. They were, with few exceptions, 
all on the side of the gays. At General Council Executive 
meetings anybody who held traditional, conservative views and 
dared express them was made to feel like an ignoramus, a 
Neanderthal, not with it, not on their bandwagon, and therefore 
not to be taken seriously but only as an object of ill-concealed 
contempt. It had been this way for some time, not only on the 
gay issue, but on many other issues as well. It was the radical 
agenda that was firmly entrenched at Church House. 

It was no secret that over the years a small group of 
establishment people had gotten firm control over the Church 
appointment process. Important Staff positions about to become 
vacant had to be advertised across the Church. However, the 
upper echelons, taking more and more power unto themselves, 
ignored recommendations and nominations made by those 
representative bodies who had a right to make them, and placed 
their own choices in key positions. In accord with their plan 
to do justice to homosexual people, some of these were gays and 
lesbians. They were, with a very few notable exceptions, a cozy 
club, a self-perpetuating hierarchy. They ran the Church from 
the top, as much as it could be run by administrative personnel. 
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Although their powers were limited, they wielded a powerful 
influence in all Church matters. 

And now they had to come up with some way to deal with the 
situation which they, for the most part, had orchestrated and 
created. 

It was decided to send out a letter to the top officers of 
all the Presbyteries. This communication suggested to the 
Presbyteries that disciplinary action could, and certainly 
should be taken against ministers who defame General Council by 
misrepresenting what had actually been passed by the said august 
body. Such misrepresentations if persisted in, could 
potentially lead to "loss of job", a form of discipline which 
was no more (it was inferred) than such persons deserved. 

After all (so the explanation, in essence, continued) the 
press had gotten it all wrong, and so had many ministers, let 
alone the lay folk. General Council never advocated that 
homosexuals be ordained. Candidates for ordination must still 
pass three hurdles: their own congregation, the Presbytery, the 
Conference. They could be stopped at any of these three gates 
for a legitimate reason. True, General Council did say that 
homosexuals may be considered for ordination; but that does not 
mean that they have to be ordained. All General Council said 
was "possibly maybe" to gay ordination. Therefore, anybody who 
spreads the falsehood that General Council advocated gay 
ordination, that they passed it, was defaming the Church and 
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must be stopped. Ministers who did this could lose their jobs, 
get fired. 

Out went the letter to the ninety-odd Presbyteries, over 
the top secretary's signature. 

The Concerned at once replied that to be considered always 
includes the possibility of being accepted. Therefore, General 
Council did indeed make it possible for gays and lesbians to be 
ordained, which had hitherto been impossible, at least so far as 
the official stance of the Church was concerned, whatever may 
have happened - for whatever reason - in practice. 

The Staff could not altogether deny that something new had 
appeared in the Church - after all, why all this fuss and 
grief ? Still, they referred to it as a tiny crack. Apart from 
that, the door was neither opened nor closed. These were words 
of obfuscation and confusion. 

If the door to gay ordination was neither opened nor 
closed, either there was no door at all, or else the door had 
indeed been open all along. 

Around and around went the arguments, the vain attempts at 
justifying that which, in the opinion of The Concerned, could 
never be justified. 


No applicant had to be ordained, no matter what his or her 



245 


sexual orientation ! averred the Staff. The Concerned replied: 
True. But rejected homosexuals could appeal right up to the 
General Council level. Would they be turned down there ? Not 
likely, as it was at that level that the Church officially 
pronounced that sexual orientation is irrelevant as a criterion 
for ordination. 

Somebody leaked the Staff letter to the Presbyteries to the 
press, and then it was all over the country. Now the folk got 
really mad. Cries of "Shame!" were hurled at the top people 
responsible for this outrage. Civil liberties, the folk said, 
were being threatened, freedom of speech was being undermined, 
and by the Church ! The whole thing was nothing but a 
scandalous outburst from a frightened Staff, and had better be 
revoked, the sooner the better. Indignant shouts of "Gestapo !" 
were heard in the general melee. 

Nevertheless, on the strength of that letter a few 
ministers who had been vocal in their condemnation of the 
General Council decision were formally charged with conduct 
unbecoming a clergyman. Some misguided, fanatical gay 
supporters actually went to the lengths of approaching their 
Presbytery with a charge against a brother or sister minister 
for an offence which was both ill-defined and unprecedented. 

But no Presbytery pursued the charges. Reason prevailed. Some 
charged ministers were invited for an informal chat with some 
officers - a kind of desperate measure to save face for those 
who had laid the charge . 
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There were two cases where a Presbytery called a minister 
on the carpet for allegedly other offences and problems, but 
these cases were perfectly transparent, since both men had been 
vocal advocates of the anti-gay-ordination movement in the 
Church . 

After some wrangling - in the presence of lawyers - and 
recriminations, apologies were finally made to the minister by 
the Presbytery, and the matter was dropped there too; but not 
without leaving a very sour taste in the mouths of many. 

In order to explain everything clearly and spread oil on 
the troubled waters, the General Council Executive now also sent 
a pastoral letter to the Church, assuring everyone that it was, 
after all, quite all right to speak freely and critically about 
any church statement, while keeping fairness and accuracy in 
mind. 


As for the new statement, "Membership, Ministry and Human 
Sexuality" (MMHS) adopted by General Council, it was an attempt 
(thus said the pastoral letter) to be faithful to the Gospel 
AND responsive to the needs of the Church. All such statements 
were subject to review and reconsideration by any future General 
Council; therefore, all the congregations should be invited by 
their Presbyteries to study MMHS and submit their resultant 
insights, which would be passed on through the channels to the 
General Council Executive by November, 1989. The Executive 
promised to bring the information and concerns received through 
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this consultation process to the August, 1990 General Council. 

The main message from Church House, which was also 
reiterated in the Executive's pastoral letter, was that General 
Council did not really change anything. This became the slogan 
that was heard for months, echoing down the corridors of the 
ecclesiastical establishment, and trumpeted Gabriel-like into 
all Canada. Nothing Has Changed ! Pro-gay ministers preached 
sermons on this theme. It was mouthed by Conference staff 
people and pro-gay Presbytery chairmen. Some ministers lectured 
their church officers in private, telling them to spread the 
good news that nothing has changed, nothing at all. 

The Presbyteries had also organized some of their delegates 
who had been at General Council, including especially those who 
were in favour of gay ordination, into a team that would visit 
disgruntled churches in order to set them straight. They went 
only where they were invited, and they were kept busy for a 
while. They sensed the great hostility towards the very idea of 
having homosexual ministers. They tried their best to make The 
Issue appear as a justice issue; gays and lesbians had been 
persecuted, ridiculed and discriminated against for centuries, 
they said, a very un-Christian thing to do, and now it must 
stop. They characterized those who opposed gays and lesbians as 
bigots and rednecks. They emphasized the new slogan that in the 
selection of candidates for ordination, "Nothing has changed." 


While some church members were offended by these tactics. 
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others became more moderate in their criticism of homosexuals. 
While not entirely convinced, many decided that The Issue was 
not worth breaking the Church up over. They continued their 
involvement in the denomination as one would live in a marriage 
that is less than ideal but not ripe for dissolution, where one 
can still arrive at some bearable mode of existence. 

Many people in the Church were, by this time, terribly 
weary of being "on the barricades", and longed for peace and a 
semblance of normalcy once more. The Staff, who had kept them 
in a continuous state of uproar for over two years and lesser 
uproars before that, counted on this weariness setting in. 

At any rate, the slogan "nothing has changed" and the 
saturation approach in presenting it had, on the whole, a fair 
measure of success. In the succeeding months, many churches 
gradually settled down, accepted this version and actually 
requested everybody to forget about "The Issue" and get on with 
the real work of the Church. Heterosexual clergy adamant in 
their support of the gay cause were tolerated, if somewhat 
reluctantly - after all, nothing had changed ! So successful 
was this slogan that in some churches the scales began to tilt 
the other way, and those who wanted to keep on fighting The 
Issue were told to forget about it or go elsewhere. 

There had already been quite an exodus of members, all 
conservative or at least traditional people, over the homosexual 
ministers issue. The radicals, after getting over their first 
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shock, began to welcome this leakage of members. They never 
liked the conservatives, and they had often thought the Church 
would be better off without them. Their wish was beginning to 
be fulfilled. 

The Concerned and their friends were not settled down by 
"nothing has changed". They asked themselves what it meant. 

Did it mean that the Church has officially condoned the 
ordination of homosexuals all along ? If that were so, then 
nothing would have changed, indeed. But in that case, it is 
time now to change it all. The protection and promotion of 
homosexual practice among United Church clergy must cease. Gay 
ordination must go ! 

And so. Bob Frost and his Executive issued the call for 
another rally of The Concerned, this one to pick up the wreckage 
of their hopes after General Council. They would have to deal 
not only with the pertinent statement issued in August, the 
"Membership, Ministry and Human Sexuality" statement which was 
tearing the church apart, the statement that sanctioned gay 
practice and gay ordination; they would also have to deal with 
what they called the "smoke-and-mirrors" policy of the brass, 
which attempted to make things appear different from what they 
really were. 

At the beginning of October, John Graham chaired a meeting 
of his church Board. Tempers rose, ugly words were used, 
threats were made; there was talk of secession. Only three 
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members were either in favour of what General Council did, or 
tolerant of it. John explained his own position on the issue 
a position with which they had all been familiar for some time 
now - and he pleaded with them to give The Concerned a chance, 
and not to act precipitously. This they eventually, though 
reluctantly and with many reservations, agreed to do. 

He noticed in the following weeks that the three Board 
members who were in sympathy with General Council were absent 
from Sunday worship. Strange, he mused; not only do the 
opponents of General Council's decision leave the Church, but 
also those who agree with it, if their minister happens to 
oppose it. The slashes of the sword go this way and that, and 
cut into the body of the Church; but it is a self-inflicted 
wound, he thought. 

John Graham had patiently laboured and built up this 
congregation over many years. Now, there was this incredible 
crisis. He could not blame those who wanted to pull out of the 
church, and yet, he thought it was too soon; and, no matter how 
well motivated, too bad. Could one not stay and fight from 
within, as many of his colleagues were prepared to do ? 

He came home from the meeting and shared his thoughts with 
Jo, and as he spoke, he felt a sense of horror and grief slowly 
creep over him. He was shaken and buffeted in his innermost 
being. How horrible, how hopeless, and above all, how stupid 
and unnecessary it all was ! Suddenly, he began to sob. John 
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Graham wept. Jo knelt on the sofa beside him; she put her arms 
around him and wiped his tears away with her hand, her own eyes 
brimming. 

"You know," she whispered, "this is just like a nightmare. 
How could we do this to ourselves ?" 

"All I can say," he replied, "is, I am going to fight this. 

Satan is behind this. You have got to give the devil his due. 
Satan pulled it off, all right. And you know, the funny thing 
- only, it's not funny - is that those who did this devil's 
work, claim to have done it by the inspiration of the Holy 
Spirit. I talked to one of my colleagues who was on the 
committee that drafted the thing at Council. He explained to me 
that the final wording, which was adopted, came to one of them 
as if by inspiration. You could see the Holy Spirit at work, he 
said. He called it "the miracle of Victoria". I couldn't 
believe it. I have heard these same words used by others." He 
blew his nose, and continued: "To attribute the work of the 
devil to the Spirit of God is just like the reverse, and you 
know what Jesus thought of that ! When his critics charged Him 
with working miracles with the devil's help. He said some nasty 
things, like "blasphemy,” "unpardonable sin," and so on and so 
forth." 

"Yes, I know," responded Jo. "And" - she knitted her 
brows - "the devil works through human agents. Didn't Dawson 
West say that 'The Report' - the one General Council set aside 
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could have been written two years before ?“ 

"Yes, he wrote one of two minority reports disagreeing with 
the main Report; Jim Harkness wrote the other." 

"Well, now think of it, John. If 'The Report' was a 
prefab, a predetermined sort of thing, then my intuition makes a 
not-very-big leap to the next conclusion." 

"No, Jo. Prememorized ?" 

"Yes, John. And brought out, most likely, with a bit of 
play-acting that would have done credit to Sarah Bernhardt ! 

"It is only your suspicion." 

"Of course. And they do say it's bad for the health to be 
so suspicious. On the other hand, it can be fatal to be 
gullible ! " 

John patted her hand. "Whatever. It's devil's work, 
however it was done." He closed his eyes and was silent. "It 
is awful to contemplate the depths of heresy and corruption into 
which our Church has sunk," he said then. "The Lord will punish 
us. " 


"We are punishing ourselves already. We are building up bad 


karma . ' 
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"All the other denominations are watching us. Many were 
also faced with this gay issue - and some still are - and 
they are watching us, and they see what we are doing to 
ourselves. I bet you that we are the first and the last Church 
to do this stupid thing." 

They were emotionally drained, exhausted. They retired to 
a night of bad dreams and heaviness of spirit. 

Two weeks later, John Graham attended a meeting of his 
Presbytery, the first one since General Council. There was a 
slight preponderance of pro-gay ministers. One could feel the 
tension as one walked into the meeting. 

After some housekeeping motions and other routine business 
had been conducted, they began to deal with the fallout from the 
MMHS statement. Already they had received over a dozen letters 
and petitions from congregations in protest. 

However, the smoke-and-mirrors tactic had already gained 
ground. Many proponents of General Council's action, who were 
nevertheless apprehensive about the general reaction and the 
overall effect on the Church, were ready to try to defuse the 
situation by playing down the significance of the key 
resolution. They were prepared and eager to go on the 
counteroffensive . 


They accused the Concerned of being alarmists. They went 
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so far as to follow a "blame the victim'' strategy. It was not 
General Council that was causing the problem, they said; it was 
The Concerned, with their vehement opposition and their constant 
harping on the issue. It was The Concerned who stirred up the 
folk. Why couldn't they just be good churchmen and -women, and 
accept it all ? 

Since word had gone out from Church House that nothing had 
changed and that it was still up to each local Church, each 
Presbytery and each Conference to set its own standards, if they 
wished, John Graham was about to put this to the test. He knew 
that other Presbyteries had already adopted a "no gay line". He 
knew that the Eastern Conference at their special meeting had 
adopted a policy which did not allow them to ordain homosexuals; 
he was going to go one step farther. Since the entire sexual 
ethic as annunciated by General Council was confused, spelling 
out no clear line; since everything, somehow, was permissible, 
from celibacy on the one hand to homosexual "marriages" on the 
other, he was going to force the issue. 

"Mr. Chairman," he said, his voice firm, "I move the 
following policy resolution: Whereas ordained ministers of the 
Christian Church are expected to be role models for their 
parishioners; and whereas in the New Testament high standards 
are laid down for bishops, elders and deacons; and whereas 
monogamous marriage has always been the only acceptable 
institution in which sexual love may be expressed, this being 
the Judeo - Christian ethic and tradition: be it therefore 
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resolved, that this Presbytery expects its ordained ministers to 
remain celibate, or else to live in a monogamous heterosexual 
marriage. I so move, seconded by Lester Thompson." 

Immediately, almost a quarter of those present raised their 
hands or jumped to their feet, wanting to speak. When the 
chairman recognized Ruth Keenan, a hush fell over the assembly. 
What would she say ? 

At first she said nothing, but started to sob. She just 
stood there, visibly shaking and weeping. Someone went over to 
her, put his arm around her to comfort her. She was dressed in 
her customary Presbytery outfit of scuffed sneakers, baggy 
corduroys, and oversized, loosely tucked-in blouse; her long 
black hair, done as usual in a large chignon, was untidy. 

"I do not believe what I heard," she finally began. "Since 
the days of Martin Luther, we Protestants have upheld the 
doctrine of the priesthood of all believers. How can we now 
make a distinction between clergy and lay ? If you pass this 
motion, you must also pass one that will demand the same 
standards of your church members. How many of them even now 
live common law ? How many, if you pardon the expression, just 
screw around ? How many are gay and lesbian ? And who is going 
to inspect the bedrooms of the nation ?" 


She sat down. 
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About six more speakers excitedly, belligerently and 
defensively, or else supportively , sympathetically and 
favourably debated the issue. Some of them accused Graham of 
being an old fogey who had never heard of situation ethics; 
others praised his guts and his insight. Some of the Concerned 
lay members who managed to get the floor were among those who 
agreed with his motion. Finally, someone moved that the motion 
be tabled. This is a device to put a contentious issue on the 
back burner and let it cool off for awhile. 

A motion to table is not debatable. Since the presbyters 
all felt that they were dealing with a very explosive issue, 
most of them voted for the motion to table it, and went on to 
less controversial business. 

When John Graham came home that evening, there was an 
urgent message waiting for him. Mary Cooper, one of his most 
active parishioners, a devoted, committed Christian in her early 
sixties, wanted him to see her as soon as possible. He quickly 
told Jo about the high, or rather low points, as he put it, of 
the Presbytery meeting and left to see Mary. It took him about 
ten minutes to reach her home. 

She opened the door for him, and he noticed that she had 
been crying. Her face was solemn and sad. They sat down in the 
parlor, and she came right to the point. She told him that she 
couldn't take it any longer. She had been a good Church member, 
and she had always appreciated him as a minister. All this 
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business though had finally caught up with her. This morning, 
when she thought about it again, she had started to cry, and 
couldn't stop for a long time. The Church had abandoned her, 
she said. It was not her Church as she had known it any more, 
with rules for right living that everybody understood. She felt 
miserable, and the best thing was to quit the Church, much as 
she hated leaving him, and her friends. "The United Church is 
just not the place for me any longer," she concluded. 

John Graham sat there and thought for several moments. 

What could he say ? He had to agree with her basic sentiments. 
And not everybody was physically and mentally equipped to be a 
fighter over the long haul. Some folk just could not take that, 
nor should they have to. So, he told her that he understood. 

He was sad to lose her, a valued member. Where would she go ? 

She replied that she was thinking of perhaps joining the 
Tabernacle. He prayed with her and for her, and for the United 
Church. She invited him to stay for coffee. He did. She 
thanked him for coming to her in her time of crisis. They said 
good-bye . 

He slowly drove back home through the now-lighter traffic. 
It was 10:30 p.m. He was tired. He told Jo about Mary and then 
went to bed. They had not made love for over a week, which was 
unusual for them. All the tension, commotion, upheaval, mental 
stress and mental and physical fatigue were just too much. 
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"Jo," he said, smiling wryly as he kissed her good night, 
"all this damn business is a bad influence even on our love 
life . " 

That same evening, Ken Morley sat in his study. He was 
glum and morose. He and his friends had thought that victory 
had come their way. They had rejoiced in the days after General 
Council; but as the weeks trickled by, it became more and more 
apparent that the Church at the grass-roots level did not want 
them. It was as if thousands of doors had been slammed shut in 
their faces. It was a Pyrrhic victory at best. 

He began to wonder: Isn't this a situation much inferior 
to the way things were before ? Then, a person like himself, 
with a bit of subterfuge and just being silent on certain 
issues, could fairly easily be called to a church and, most of 
the time, pursue his or her sexual proclivities without too 
much, if any notice being taken. Now this was all different. 
Folks were now more cautious and on their guard, and much less 
ready to accept a homosexual. In fact, most let it be known 
that they would not. 

They would have to continue the fight. Victory was still 
not quite within their grasp. The Concerned were the enemy. 

Any day now they would have another of their giant rallies in 
Toronto. They must be stopped somehow. 


Ken Morley felt lonely. Somehow he envied his heterosexual 
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colleagues who could go to their wives for comfort. He was 
alone. His lover was miles away. He picked up the phone. At 
least, and he was grateful for this, he could talk to him. 

Linda Hare was fairly satisfied with the new minister. He 
was a liberal, but a liberal of the old school. On the Issue, 
he was quite reticent. Deep down he disapproved of the gay life 
style, but he knew that some of his parishioners were tolerant 
of it, and some were of that orientation; so he tried to please 
all by ignoring the entire subject. This was not appreciated by 
either side. The pro-gay faction wanted their minister to back 
them up; their opponents expected him to thunder against it. He 
did neither. Still, Linda felt much more comfortable every time 
she went to church than she had under Brad Mulligan's stern 
pulpit tone. There were quite a few empty seats; the 
congregation was smaller. About a quarter had left when 
Mulligan was ousted. 

Linda, during the weeks following her return from General 
Council, became more and more restless. She was so bored in 
bed. Her husband followed pretty much the same routine. She 
always knew what came next; it was all so predictable. She had 
tried to tell him to do something different, even got him two 
sex manuals to read. It didn't help. It was not that her sex 
life was totally unsatisfactory - she sometimes did experience 
a strong orgasm - it was the machine-like sameness, the lack 
of something, she didn't really know what. Could she, perhaps, 
possibly - the thought occurred to her more frequently - sleep 
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with another man ? 

She could think of several "hunks" with whom she could 
easily imagine herself in bed. There were two doctors and an 
administrator whom she had met, off and on, in the cafeteria. 
There was another doctor with whom she worked, who, as she could 
not help noticing, seemed to be interested in her in ways other 
than professional. His looks, his manner and demeanour around 
her, said so. Sometimes she was aware of his staring at her. 

She turned these thoughts over in her mind as she drove to the 
hospital . 

It was during the lunch break that Dr. Spivak joined her in 
the cafeteria. There was some small talk at first, then the 
conversation swung around to the gay ordination issue. Linda 
told him that she had been a delegate and voted for it. The 
doctor expressed his views on the subject. As most medical 
people, he was quite in sympathy with the gay cause. Still, he 
assured her, he was a confirmed heterosexual, unattached, in his 
early thirties. 

"I assume," he said casually, " that you are a happily 
married woman." 

"Well, I am a heterosexual okay. But frankly, I am not so 
sure whether I am happily married, any more." 


Dr. Spivak had the kind of blue eyes with an intimate gaze 
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"bedroom eyes" - which women ordinarily find irresistible. 
During the moments of silence which now ensued, they wandered 
tenderly over her face and neck, and lingered on her bosom, 
which jutted high under her white nurse's uniform. 

"I am attracted to you, Linda," he said in a low voice. 
"Let's start something." 

She winced. Her face became a shade darker. She averted 
her eyes. She managed an embarrassed, reserved smile, and 
lightly said, 

"Let's not, and say we did." 

There was silence. Dr. Spivak merely sat, and continued 
looking. Suddenly it seemed to Linda as though all her secret 
desires and pent -up frustrations came bubbling up from the 
depths of her being, and she whispered - her eyes at last 
meeting his - "I am attracted to you, too." 

That was on a Tuesday. Two days later - she had been in 
the habit of buying groceries on Thursday evenings after her 
shift - she hurried through a supermarket near the hospital, 
and afterward met the doctor at the prearranged time. She slid 
over and let him take the wheel; he drove as fast as he dared to 
his apartment. They did not have much time. 


A quick drink in the living room, a gentle kiss, and he 
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took her by the hand and led her into the bedroom. Her heart 
was pounding. She felt somewhat guilty. The early childhood 
training about moral matters seemed still with her; she was a 
product of the Christian ethic, no matter how liberal she was. 

In spite of her fling in Victoria, now that she was here, she 
felt uneasy. She took a deep breath, went into the bathroom and 
undressed down to her pantyhose and panties. When she stepped 
into the bedroom, she crossed her arms over her breasts. Then 
she froze. He stood before her, naked in the glaring light. 

"This is just like another wedding night," she said. 

"Who still waits for the wedding night ?" 

"Believe it or not, I did." 

"Enough talk, now." 

"Let's turn the lights out." 

"Are you kidding ? I want to see you, all of you. But, I 
will douse the lights, and open the drapes. The moon will give 
us enough illumination." This he did, and then swiftly moved 
towards her and immediately began deftly rolling down her 
underwear. She stepped out, and raising her arms above her 
head, awaited his next move. The moonlight glinted on her; her 
smooth, high pubis - she was in the habit of shaving it 
left nothing to his imagination. He too stood open to her gaze. 
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"You are circumcised," she blurted out, lowering her arms. 
"My husband isn't. And, my, you are big !" 

He made no reply. He touched the smooth swell of her 
breasts, first one, then the other, gently and rhythmically 
letting his hand glide over them, while his other hand rested on 
her hip. Then he folded her in his arms and kissed her again, 
but this time more fiercely, more sensuously, more insistingly. 
Now they lay on the bed, and facing each other, continued mutual 
caresses. Suddenly she rolled over and lifted her body above 
his. She hovered over him like some beautiful apparition, her 
breasts brushing his chest. This was no wraith. She abruptly 
lifted herself to a sitting position and gently, silkily joined 
her body to his. She knew they did not have much time. How she 
would have loved to spend hours like this. They changed 
positions several times; they enlisted tongues, fingers and lips 
to continually caress the other; finally they climaxed, almost 
together, and a loud crescendo of sighs and groans filled the 
chamber which had just become the scene of Linda's first 
heterosexual adultery. 

She flung out her arm, saw the gleam of her wedding band 
and the spark of her diamond. Linda Hare, the sleazy 
adulteress, she thought. To her lover, with whom she still lay 
entwined, she murmured, "You have such a nice name. Stanford. I 
like it." 

"My mother's maiden name," he told her. 
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"I'll stick to Stan," she said. 

They could not linger; she had to go. They agreed to do 
this again, soon. 

Going down in the elevator, she felt carefree and giddy; 
she was falling in love again; she felt much younger. Somehow, 
the world looked better to her. Everything seemed to take on a 
new sheen. She had a spring in her step as she walked to her 
car. She took care to conceal her new mood from Bill when she 
came home; complaining of exhaustion from work, she persuaded 
him to unload the car by himself, while she took a little rest. 

That night, she made love to Bill. It seemed dull and 
routine. What would the future hold for her and her marriage ? 

The Concerned were coming for the final rally of this 
eventful year. Again they converged on Toronto from the east 
and the west, the north and south, over a thousand strong. They 
rallied to the cause of saving their beloved Church and freeing 
her from the clutches of the radicals. They had lost a battle. 
They were determined not to lose the war. 

This meeting was to be decisive. They had issued an 
ultimatum to the General Council Executive. They had demanded a 
referendum; they had threatened a class action suit. All eyes, 
all across the country were watching to see what would come out 
of Toronto this last week of November. 
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Again, as was usual, the steering committee plus the area 
representatives met the day before, to plan for the next day's 
meeting. There had been considerable opposition from within The 
Concerned toward their last Statement of Intention. It had been 
interpreted by many to mean that The Concerned were really 
separatists, willing to leave and break up the Church, in spite 
of the public speech made at the preceding rally by a prominent 
member, a former General Council officer, who declared: "I was 
born in the United Church, and I will die in the United Church." 
That prominent member stayed with The Concerned and worked even 
harder. But Big George of Burlington, a respected clergyman who 
had held all manner of high offices in the Church, had voiced 
similar sentiments, and then had withdrawn from The Concerned, 
saying that it was not fitting to rip the Church, the Body of 
Christ, to shreds. There had been other withdrawals by hitherto 
loyal supporters who said they would not, under any 
circumstances ever leave the United Church. It seemed that some 
folk suspected a hidden agenda behind the doings of The 
Concerned. 

Bob Frost and his associates panicked ever so slightly. 
Whatever had been done, whatever was in the last statement which 
caused these suspicions, must be undone. They got to work. 

When they had finished, the rewritten statement contained a 
loyalty declaration to the United Church : Reform and 
reorganization, yes ! Separation, no! The reference to legal 
action had been deleted and a few other concessions were made. 
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to make it perfectly apparent that their name, "The Concerned 
Within The United Church of Canada" was not just a front. 

The Negotiating Committee, which had been meeting with a 
committee of General Council Executive members had, after much 
hard work, come to a consensus on six points: that there is a 
crisis in the Church, and the hurts, tensions and angers of the 
members should be heard and addressed; that the boycotting of 
the Mission and Maintenance Fund should not be publicly 
advocated; that the Church's decision-making process should 
truly include grassroots input; that the General Council 
Executive would assure members and ministers of the right of 
free speech; and that a mail-ballot of General Council delegates 
would be taken on whether to delete "regardless of their sexual 
orientation" from the MMHS statement. These six points had 
become known as "The Cedar Grove Agreement" and the list was 
incorporated into the Statement of Position in order to present 
it to the assembly for ratification. 

The decision of the Judicial Committee about the 
constitutionality of MMHS had come down: There is no conflict 
with the Constitution, and no change to it implied, therefore no 
remit is necessary. There was an ambiguous statement also, which 
would be figured out later. The decision was added to the next 
day ' s agenda . 

A subcommittee of theologians and writers among the 
Steering Committee and area reps had also drafted a new 
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Declaration of Conviction which reiterated The Concerned's 
uncompromising stand on theological and ethical issues. It 
affirmed their acceptance of the Bible as the only infallible 
guide. This proposition was enshrined in the Constitution of 
the Church, but in practice it was doubted and denied by many of 
its clergy, who looked for their criteria to other sources as 
well: logic, common sense, the "givens" of human nature, the 

requirements of love, and even the Scriptures of other 
religions, which were considered by some of them to be also 
"words of God". 

The document sternly chastised General Council for being 
ambiguous and for not clearly rejecting the gay lifestyle for 
its ministers, at least. Thus it registered dissent in the face 
of General Council policy statements which went against the 
Scriptures and the Catholic and Reformed tradition. It 
sympathized with those who were considering boycotts and 
secession as forms of dissent; but The Concerned were determined 
to heal the rift from within, and keep the Church together. 

On the issue of general sexual ethics, the document was 
quite specific. Singles must be chaste; marrieds must be 
faithful to each other. Genital activity must be confined to 
the heterosexual marriage bed. 

The next morning, the church which hosted the meeting was 
packed, as before. After the devout and inspiring opening 
worship, chairman Bob Frost made a short address to the 
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assembly. 

"When my wife heard the news from General Council, she 
called me in Victoria on the telephone," he began. "She said: 
"How are you ?' and I said, 'Oh, I sleep like a baby. That 
means, I wake up every two hours, and cry a lot.'" Hardly 
anyone laughed. They nodded; they had seen the pictures on 
television of the stunned and weeping people after the vote was 
taken. 

He went on to describe the pitfalls into which the Church 
was about to stumble. Also, he wondered aloud whether the whole 
thing was a deliberate plot on the part of the radical element. 
Above all, he encouraged them to be courageous and not to lose 
heart . 

After this keynote address, and the courtesies, 
introductions, and routine business, the Judicial Committee's 
decision was presented. It said that the clause "regardless of 
their sexual orientation" did not amount to a change in the 
Church Constitution's criteria for church membership, and 
therefore no remit to the Presbyteries was necessary. The 
appeal was lost. One member of the Judicial Committee, a judge 
from Saskatchewan, had dissented from the majority opinion and 
had written his own minority report. 

The Judicial Committee had also ruled that it was in order 
for Sessions, et cetera, to ask ministerial candidates about 
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their sexual orientation and practice. The p*ortion quoted in 
the new MMHS statememt which said that asking was 
"inappropriate", and referred to as an action of the 1984 
General Council, was in fact only a suggestion in 1984 and had 
not then become a rule or law, they said; nor did quoting it in 
1988 as though it were a rule or law make it so. 

Moreover, in their written opinion, the learned Committee 
also said that the General Council had never affirmed that 
homosexuals would now be able to go through an open door toward 
ordination. "THE CLAUSES CITED ABOVE SAY NO SUCH THING," they 
wrote. This phrase had now been interpreted by two people who 
knew law to mean that the opposite was true: No homosexual 
would be ordained. 

When this was communicated to the assembly, they rose to 
their feet and sang the Doxology. 

Two of the younger ministers demurred, saying that in their 
view, all that the Judicial Committee meant to say was the same 
slogan that the General Council office had been trumpeting for 
months: Nothing has changed ! "The singing was good, though," 

one of them graciously added. 

However, the majority stood by their opinion and that of 
the legal people. They believed that the Judicial Committee had 
said that gay ordination was out, and they were thankful. 
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At the rallies, all necessary papers were available at 
registration, and alert ushers were on hand to give out any that 
had been missed. Thus, everyone had copies of the text being 
discussed. 

Thus it was that when the new Declaration of Conviction was 
introduced to the assembly, one of the younger ministers, who 
was known for his scholarly way with words, went forward to the 
microphone . 

"What does it mean, to confine genital activity to the 
marriage bed ?" he queried. " 'Genital activity' could simply 
mean: you shake it ! " 

When the laughter had died away, he spoke for another 
minute or so, urging that the resolution be modified and 
fine-tuned. As it stood, one could interpret it to prohibit 
masturbation. This would be going too far, making the concerns 
of The Concerned laughable. It could well destroy their 
credibility. 

Eventually a slightly modified version of the resolution 
was formulated, and the amended Declaration of Conviction was 
adopted, with a handful of votes opposed. 

Another member of the clergy made a somewhat long speech to 
the assembly, in which he depicted the Staff at Church House as 
having a callous and uncaring attitude, in that they were 
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prepared to lose, so someone in a high position had assured him, 
about ten percent of the membership over the homosexual 
ministers issue. This was the price they would have to pay for 
justice in the Church; and actually, so the high official had 
said, it could be much worse; ten percent was not so bad. The 
speaker wondered whether that official had done his arithmetic, 
and had realized that ten percent of eight hundred thousand 
members was eighty thousand people. 

John and JoAnn Graham were sitting near the front. They 
looked at each other when they heard that, and each knew the 
other was thinking of Mary Cooper. It would take more, far more 
than the settling of the gay debate - if such were the case - to 
end the upheaval in the Church. The ones who would leave would 
be deeply committed Christians like Mary: the vibrant ones, the 
Sunday School teachers, the Bible Class regulars. 

The Concerned delegates to General Council gave their 
report. There had been several clergy delegates, of whom two 
gave some general background. Two ladies had been on the very 
committee which dealt with "The Report" and the related 
petitions, and which finally drafted the key resolution. They 
had been misled, they said. Too late they had realized that 
they should not have voted in favour of submitting the draft 
resolution - with which they did not agree - to the Council. 

Many of those in attendance failed to see how anyone could 
have been misled to that extent. John Graham understood. On 
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the floor of General Council, he had seen some world-class 
experts in the art of bamboozling people, at work. 

There were more speakers. One gave a theological 
reflection on what ailed the Church. Another reported on 
finances and the response The Concerned had received across the 
country; there were pockets of enthusiasm and pockets of 
relative indifference, as well as regions and places where 
outright hostility prevailed. Especially the top Conference 
officers and the Staff in Toronto were very hostile. 

A minister who had just moved from the West gave a report 
on the prevailing attitudes and ministerial lifestyles there. 
Many ministers of both sexes lived with their homosexual lovers 
in manses, she said. Presbytery "Truth Squads" went around, 
checking up on conservative ministers and giving them a hard 
time. Worship led by conservative ministers near a certain 
theological college was apt to be disturbed by groiips of jeering 
theological students. 

A tall young southern Ontario clergyman gave the assembly a 
sobering look at the future. Summing up the things within the 
Church desperately needing reform, he said, "I am in for the 
long haul," and urged them to be tenacious and resolve to be in 
for the long haul too. 

The entire horrible situation, confided the next speaker, 
reminded him of a church situation in Nazi Germany fifty years 
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before. There the self-styled "German Christians", who were 
faithful to Hitler instead of Christ, continually made heretical 
pronouncements in the name of the whole Church, and continually 
attacked, harrassed and tried to get rid of the Bible-believing 
Christians, who fought back. The Bible-believers published a 
statement of their faith, and because they confessed Christ, 
called themselves "The Confessing Church". These two factions 
were both part of the same Church and under the same 
administrative umbrella ! Just as the "German Christians" were 
finally getting the upper hand, the Allied troops arrived, 
occupying city after city. As the Allies advanced, in each 
place the "German Christians" and all other Nazi organizations 
were outlawed, by order of General Eisenhower. 

"The Concerned within the United Church of Canada are not 
that lucky," he continued. "Who will purge the evils of the 
anti-Bible forces for us ? Nobody. We will have to finish the 
job ourselves, so help us God. We were defeated in August - 
that was our Dunkirk. Let us waste no time dwelling on that. 
Now, we must land on the beaches and go on a relentless attack. 
We must not rest, but advance ! That means that we pray, we 
work, we pray, and then we work and pray some more. Jesus never 
said He would make things easy; He said, I WILL BE WITH YOU IN 
TROUBLE ! So friends, let us not lose courage. We can do it. 

In the strength of the Lord, we can triumph !" 

Remembering that there were French-speaking church members 
in bilingual Canada, he concluded by shouting: 
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"L'audace, mes amis, l'audace !" 

The speaker, a burly clergyman from the east with a 
sonorous voice, received a standing ovation. He had held the 
assembly in his hand. He had rallied the troops. 

Of course, some of them had felt victorious already, 
anyway, but now they realized at last that there was still a 
long way to go, and it would not be easy. 

After lunch, they learned about the state of theological 
education. Their informant sadly announced that it was all 
wrong, and this was at the root of much trouble in the Church. 
Christ was being ignored. Radicalism prevailed. The Bible was 
all but replaced by secular writings and the literature of other 
religions. The very person whose job it was to okay the 
educational program of each candidate for the ministry was 
himself said to be gay. Gays and lesbians and their 
sympathizers found it easy to land jobs at Church House, and 
they were there, where the seats of power are. If the dialogues 
about theological education which his committee was currently 
holding had no positive results. The Concerned should plan for 
an alternative theological college. 

Then the rewritten Statement of Intentions, now called 
Statement of Position, was presented to the assembly. There 
were many who protested the new softer approach, even as there 
had already been some who had made the same protest at the 
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meeting of the steering committee and area reps the day before. 
The deletion of the threatened class action suit to assist 
breakaway congregations to keep their property was much 
regretted by some. The Concerned had gone soft, they said; 
this backing off from stands once taken was not a way to inspire 
trust! However, the item " . . the way of compassion and justice 
for presbyteries dealing with congregations which are determined 
to secede would be to approve legal transfer of the property to 
them" mollified the "hard-liners" somewhat. Would the Church 
listen ? They would wait and see. 

Another deletion, unfortunately, had been the mention of 
the friendly association of The Concerned with the evangelical 
Reform Fellowship of the United Church. This somehow escaped 
the notice of the assembly. As it later turned out. The 
Reformed had just made a sizable donation to The Concerned, and 
its members did not appreciate getting the cold shoulder. 

Still, after some debate the new Statement of Position 
passed by a comfortable majority. As it later turned out, 
however, because of it The Concerned again lost a number of 
supporters, many of whom left the Church outright. This turn of 
events would be quite a disappointment to Bob Frost; however, he 
would not give up. 

The Cedar Grove Agreement, which was printed with the 
Statement of Position, was also approved, almost unanimously, by 
the assembly. Now they had to wait for their opposite number 
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in the Agreement to ratify it also. The General Council 
Executive had been meeting on the other side of town since 
Tuesday. They had promised to come to a decision on the six 
points of the Cedar Grove Agreement by Friday; but this was 
Friday, yet no decision was forthcoming. 

Nevertheless, an air of euphoria was evident, because of 
the interpretation put on "(these lines) say no such thing" and 
because they believed that the Cedar Grove Agreement would be 
signed by the other side, too. The ship had begun to be turned 
around; the battle was going in their favour, they thought. 

In this happy frame of mind The Concerned listened to 
reports from the various areas of the country, filled out some 
input forms for the Steering Committee, said a prayer together, 
and set out for home. 

The day after The Concerned adjourned, the General Council 
Executive reported to the press. 

They had rejected all but two of the six points of the 
Cedar Grove Agreement. They agreed that "boycotting actions in 
relation to the M & M Fund should not be publicly advocated" (by 
The Concerned) and that they, the General Council Executive 
needed to reaffirm for members and ministers the right of free 
speech, the right of dissent from policy, the right to criticize 
decisions, structures and leadership, and that interpretation of 
the new MMHS statement is not to be equated with 
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misrespresentat ion . 

That was all. 

The idea of a referendum of the members was rejected as of 
no value . 

A highly-placed spokesman responded to the interpretation 
by The Concerned of the opinion written by the Judicial 
Committee. It did not mean that at all, he said. The opinions 
and comments of the Judicial Committee were neither here nor 
there. The only thing that counted was the dismissal of the 
appeal. The Church would not recognize the interpretation by 
The Concerned. 

There was consternation and utter confusion among The 
Concerned. They were back to Square One. 

Hardly anyone knew it, but two of the Church House brass 
had been in attendance at the meeting. They had listened to the 
irate folk levelling the most abrasive criticism at them. The 
Staff were the villains. They were about to sink the good ship 
United. They were, in fact, the wolves in sheep's clothing ! 
They had to admit that The Concerned presented a formidable 
array of strength, all right. 

But somehow, these Staff members felt, deep down, that it 
would all go away. The Church would survive this upheaval, as 
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it had survived similar ones before. The folk would calm down 
again, and so would those clergy down there, who now waved their 
arms and spouted about the Bible. A simple, gradual process of 
education would make everything come right. There had been a 
big fuss made when the Church first ordained women, but that had 
passed over; and so would this. And, for that matter, those who 
cannot live with the way the Church is, are welcome to look for 
a more congenial church home. There will be some slippage, they 
said to each other; but it will not be fatal. 

There was some immediate fallout. Some congregations who 
had agreed to hang in there until the appeal was heard, decided 
to leave at once. Individuals who had pinned their hopes on the 
Judicial Committee, or on The Concerned, became disillusioned 
and left too. The breakaway congregations worshipped in service 
club halls and school auditoriums. 

In the gay community there was a feeling of optimism and a 
sense of celebration. Once again, they had won, thanks to their 
friends in high places. 

There is no reason to assume that the rulings by the 
Judicial Committee are always objective. Political 
considerations carry much weight there. Since there is no clear 
separation between the legislative functions and the judicial, 
this is inevitable. Some of the same people who may have voted 
for a certain law or policy at General Council may then be asked 
to rule on whether it is constitutional. 
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The inadequacy of this system became quite clear when, 
earlier in the year, a civil court judge ruled that Tom Richards 
had been wrongfully dismissed, thus throwing out as unjust all 
the decisions made by all the Church courts, from the Presbytery 
to Conference to the Judicial Committee to General Council 
itself. It was a landmark case. The Church had been shown up 
as unjust, even ruthless in its dealings with one of its own 
ministers. This was a judgment which the Staff in Toronto could 
not readily accept. They decided to appeal. 

By this time, Tom's case had been dragged through the 
church and civil courts for over five years already. The Church 
lawyers were never in any great hurry to speed things along. 

They took their time with getting transcripts and other items 
ready. So far as the Staff was concerned, this case was a 
matter of saving face for the Church establishment, especially 
in this case of a challenge from a conservative fundamentalist, 
one of those evangelical types who must not be countenanced. 

They could take this right up to the Supreme Court of Canada, 
and Richards would be old and gray before he got any justice, 
any redress, any settlement, if he got anything. While the 
learned judges took only a few days to rule on the abortion 
issue, they would probably take months or years to rule on Tom 
Richards'dismissal . 

In the first week of December, Chairman East invited all 
the Concerned clergy in his Presbytery to a (as he called it) 
nose-to-nose pow-wow in his office. They were to meet with some 
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key people from his staff and from the gay supporters. 

There were ten altogether who attended; six Concerned, 

East, and three of his staff. It had become obvious to East 
that the Church was in a turmoil over the issue. He felt it 
would be best to talk to each other rather than just sniping and 
fighting. 

East began by saying that in spite of the hard feelings 
created by the debate, they were still all brothers and sisters 
in Christ, and it was up to them to guide, lead and steer the 
Church over the rough waters. Mutual tolerance and forbearance 
must be theirs. 

One of the Concerned countered that on this issue, unlike 
others, there could be no tolerance. What had happened was 
stupid and wrong; the General Council Executive refused to do 
anything about it, and now they would all have to live with the 
consequences. He could no longer serve in a Church that was 
even considering homosexuality as an alternate life style, 
especially for the clergy. As of next July he was going to take 
early retirement. He was only fifty-nine years old, but he had 
no option. He was too old to look for another church. He just 
wanted to get out, sad as that was. 

Another member of the Concerned indicated his intention to 
switch to another denomination, probably the Presbyterians. A 
third let it be known that he was going to take a year off to 
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study. He could not take it any more, and neither could his 
wife. His congregation was disintegrating around him. 

One of the staff members spoke up: "Somehow, we should all 
ride out this storm. Frankly, I don't know what's the matter 
with you guys. Many congregations have settled down. With some 
positive leadership, even the few that split are rallying back 
on track. You guys just don't give the right kind of 
leadership. You are too set in your ways. You have to give the 
Holy Spirit a bit of credit for what happened in Victoria. Many 
who were there could see the Holy Spirit at work. Perhaps, 
guys, you are not altogether right." 

John Graham said: "As for the Holy Spirit, I doubt He's had 
anything to do with this. It looks to me as if it was the other 
spirits that impersonated God's Spirit. They pulled this off. 
Also, remember, we in the Reformed tradition do not recognize 
the authority of Church Councils as being beyond, above, or even 
interpretive of the Scripture. Martin Luther settled that for 
us centuries ago. My congregation is collapsing, and I don't 
know what's to become of me." 

East commented: "I really never could see what the fuss is 
all about. We have not done anything new..." 

"That's just the trouble," interjected John. We should 
have, and thrown the whole thing out." 
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"Well ! “ said East. "We had to come out of and go beyond a 
Sunday-School type of teaching in the Church. There are gays and 
lesbians out there, and they are in the Church too. That's the 
way it is, and nothing can change that. The problem isn't going 
away . " 


"There are lots of problems, lots of life styles that will 
not ever go away. Does that mean we have to approve of them ? 
Prostitution will always be with us. Why don't we say that we 
will consider ordaining prostitutes ?" 

"That's different," replied a staff member. We are talking 
only about committed relationships." 

"You know and I know that these are extremely rare among 
homosexuals, and that is just a smoke screen. And anyway, as 
far as we are concerned, gay sex is wrong in and of itself." 

"Why couldn't the General Council have listened to the 
voice of the Church ? All those petitions !" 

East said: "I read all those friggin' petitions from around 
here, every one of them. Many betrayed simple ignorance; others 
showed bigotry. The Church through the General Council, as we 
all know, can be guided by petitions, but can never be compelled 
by them. " 


The secretary now jumped in. "I would not be in the Church 
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if it had not been for a gay minister. He brought me to the 
faith. I am not saying another couldn't have done it too, but, 
in fact, it was a gay who did it for me. So, I don't see why we 
have this debate." 

"My friend," said one of the Concerned, "with me it was 
just the opposite. I would have become gay if it had not been 
for the stand the Church took on these things when I was a 
teenager. I hate the idea of having nearly become gay. I am 
happily married. I have four children and seven grandchildren. 
If I had had your minister, I would be a lonely homosexual 
today. " 

There was silence for several moments. Then, they 
continued arguing and discussing for another two hours. They had 
a round of prayer. They went for lunch together and then 
parted. 

Nothing had really been resolved at this first joint 
meeting of the opposing factions. There followed another, over 
a month later. There was no point in putting forth the effort 
at coming to some kind of MODUS VIVENDI. They had, as John put 
it, irreconcilable differences. One side thought of 
homosexuality as a good gift of God; the other, as one of the 
worst vices invented by man or woman. They had to leave it at 
that, and live with the consequences. 


The six members of the fellowship of the Concerned had met 
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together twice before, and kept, in touch now and then by 
telephone in between. They needed to talk to one another, to 
derive strength from their association, and to plan for the 
future, if there was to be a future for them in the Church. 
They rallied around their common purpose. They were acutely 
aware of how the gays and lesbians were on the offensive all 
over . 


It was not just in the Church where the battle was raging. 
In the political arena the gay cause had made enormous progress. 
Human rights commissions consistently ruled in their favour 
whenever issues of discrimination came up. Two homosexuals 
living together were now considered a family. Legislation 
backed them up in many subtle and not-so-subt le ways. It was 
just a matter of time, and they would get all the privileges 
that married couples were entitled to according to the law. 

Slowly but inexorably, the Canadian society was changing 
and was changed by militant gay and lesbian organizations. This 
was grounds for rejoicing and celebration for those who had 
adopted this life style, and grounds for sorrow and grief for 
those who mourned the passing of traditional societal values. 

It looked as if the sexual values of ancient Greece were 
coming back, homosexuality re-emerging, and flourishing as it 
had done in Sparta, in Athens, on Lesbos and beyond. The United 
Church of Canada had been a co-conspirator in this development, 
much to the chagrin and wrath of its many conservative and 
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moderate members and clergy. 

They bemoaned the passing of an era when certain values and 
standards remained unquestioned. There were other developments 
pointing in the same alarming direction. The incidence of 
crime, drug and alcohol abuse and child molestation had risen at 
a frightening rate. Women were training for war combat. There 
was a move afoot to have certain officers of the Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police wear turbans instead of Stetson hats. The 
reciting of the Lord's Prayer in public schools was ruled to be 
in violation of the Charter of Rights. Abortion would soon be 
as easy as having a tooth out, with possibly less regret for the 
child than for a tooth. REAL Women, the organization that stood 
up for traditional values, was refused a federal subsidy, while 
lesbian and other feminists' organizations had no trouble 
getting grants. Mothers and wives were leaving their children 
and husbands for other men - and sometimes, for other women. 

A heavy pall of gloom blanketed the men and women of the 
Church who had so valiantly fought for what they believed to be 
the ethical, moral values which undergird society, which had 
been handed down from the past from as far back as Sinai, which 
had given Canadian society that sterling quality which evoked 
the pride of its citizens. These moral values ought not to be 
changed in any substantive way. The Bible had severe injunctions 
against removing the ancient landmarks or boundaries. They felt 
that society. Parliament, the courts and the Church were all 
doing just that. They felt betrayed, and at a loss as to what 
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to do about it. They were defeated at every turn. 

Those who took part in public demonstrations in attempts to 
save unborn babies from a violent death - abortion - were 
arrested and charged in court. Some served prison sentences. 

It looked to many Canadians as though their country had been 
turned into something they did not recognize any more. Canada 
was becoming ugly, a playground for radicals. The very ideals 
of Goodness, Truth and Beauty were under attack. Yes, even in 
the world of art and music, the ugly had become fashionable. 

And yet - were they not still in the majority ? And had 
the majority no rights ? Were only the strident minorities 
capable of getting the ear of Parliamentarians, human rights 
commissioners and judges ? 

This was the mood of the country as the new year - 1989 

approached . 

A conservative political agenda had gained ground in the 
USA and in Canada, even though Mr. Reagan's fiscal policies and 
those of the Canadian government were indistinguishable from 
those of Maynard Keynes. But when it came to life style and 
morality, the left wing, the radical agenda was speedily 
advancing. Even among the Conservative members of the Canadian 
Parliament and among the Cabinet ministers there were those who 
promoted the liberated, "progressive" life style. 
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The Concerned, in the meantime, were bravely pursuing their 
goals, still hoping to rescue the good ship United from getting 
scuttled by its own crew. They had appointed a full-time 
executive director. Part of his job was to visit churches and 
regional chapters or rallies, and spread the good news as 
espoused by The Concerned, versus the bad news of liberalism and 
radicalism spread by much of the hierarchy and the homosexuals 
and their friends. 

It was an uphill fight for the Concerned. What had started 
as a mass movement of promising proportions had diminished in 
importance and its impact began to wane. The t.ro\ible was that 
some of the most militant members of the fellowship of The 
Concerned had already withdrawn from the denomination; some had 
done so under duress. However, it was probable that the new 
Director would manage to wake up some of the more complacent 
Church members, and the numbers of The Concerned would grow. A 
great and scholarly theological conference and rally was already 
being planned for 1990. The Concerned were indeed buckling down 
for the long haul . 

Another United Church Committee appointed by General 
Council had been working on a study paper concerning the 
authority of the Bible, which, when complete was to be 
circulated to the congregations. 

There had always been differences of opinion with reference 
to the interpretation of Scripture, the question of HERMENEUTICS 
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(a jargon word, meaning the principles of interpretation). As 
for the authority of the Sacred Writings as such, traditionally 
and historically, the mainstream denominations never questioned 
it since the canon was established, or fixed, in the early fifth 
century. 

Now the United Church was planning to ask its constituency 
to study the entire question: To what extent can the Bible be 
trusted ? To what degree does it have authority ? Many members 
were enraged, or at least disturbed, at the very suggestion of 
that topic, believing that there was really nothing to discuss. 
They also suspected that the official Church House answer to the 
question of the authority of the Bible would be "Not much" and 
that the study would be an exercise for the purpose of eliciting 
that answer. Such had been the pattern of recent studies. It 
was called "an educational process." It was a dreary prospect 
to contemplate, indeed. 

In the end, the Committee decided that logic and reason, 
personal experience and tradition were valid sources of 
religious information and authority. They set this over against 
Luther's SOLA SCRIPTURA, through the Scripture alone, by 
misreading and misquoting John Wesley, whose somewhat obscure 
"Quadrilateral" they mistakenly took to be an example of how the 
Bible alone cannot be trusted, making the consideration of other 
factors necessary. Wesley experts rejected this interpretation; 
but the Committee, knowing what it meant to do, was hardly to be 
dissuaded by facts. Besides, the concept had already been 
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used. Quadrilateral and all, in a famous Report which had, 
unfortunately, been shelved, and it was too good to waste. 

Some of the Concerned saw the upcoming new study as chiefly 
an effort by the hierarchy to get "the folk" wholeheartedly 
engaged with a new topic, so that those in whose minds the 
homosexual coup still rankled would forget that by being 
irritated about something else. 

Others suspected something more sinister. They had learned 
that nothing came out of Church House without a reason. The 
answer given by the folk to the question of the authority of the 
Bible would be very different from the "official" answer, say, 
by one hundred and eighty degrees. This fact, indeed was at the 
heart of all the differences the folk were having with the 
hierarchy. Was the study being introduced this year because, 
after Victoria, everyone was too weary to protest very much ? 
Would lack of protest be interpreted as consent ? Would this 
study's proposals be even more radical than the ones before ? 
They would find out soon enough. 

Some whose faith was of the orthodox sort did not wait to 
find out. Several of Grace Branning's parishioners - the 
Outreach Committee - read about the upcoming new study in the 
Church paper. When they also read in the newspaper that the 
inclusion of their Church in the Christian community was 
becoming a matter of debate, they decided it was time to quit. 
And they did. 
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CHAPTER X 


THE GAY LOVERS 


Rick had applied, through his Presbytery, to get a new 
appointment. He had contacted several churches in the area and 
was turned down by all but one. Apparently word had spread 
about his sexual orientation and liaison. Many congregations 
had gone on record as not ever wishing to have a homosexual 
minister. However, not all were cautious or rejectionist . A 
few still welcomed, or at least tolerated gay and lesbian clergy 
as well as those of the clergy who, while being heterosexual, 
were staunch and vocal supporters of those who were not. 

As it happened, the church that called Rick, and where he 
was settled by his Conference, was within driving distance of 
his lover's residence. One still had to be cautious and very 
discreet in spite of the General Council pronouncements. 

Nevertheless, there had been tremendous progress made in 
the church in the last few years and months toward having gays 
and lesbians recognized and accepted. Rick had come to know 
several gay colleagues who had been catapulted "upstairs" into 
Presbytery, Conference and "Head Office" jobs of prominence and 
influence, as if a program of affirmative action were tacitly at 


work. 
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Since he left Karen, he had been involved in the work of 
the Association promoting the interests of the homosexual 
community in the Church, and they had been quite successful in 
counteracting the work done by The Concerned. In fact, he was 
helping the Association organize a giant rally of supporters of 
the General Council resolutions concerning gay ordination. They 
were confident that they could rally their troops, perhaps in a 
fashion even more impressive than the rallies of The Concerned. 

A miniature rally had already been held in the West, and it had 
been a huge success. 

There must be no reprieve, no rest, no taking one's ease. 
The enemy's lines were being penetrated here and there; their 
strength was waning; their resolve was weakening. Many had 
become tired of the issue, had started ignoring it, even 
resenting anyone who wanted to keep up the anti-gay pressure. 
Some ministers who had appeared to be against gay ordination 
while they were serving churches known to be militant against 
homosexuals, showed their true colours as soon as they changed 
congregations and found themselves in more tolerant 
surroundings, or moved to jobs that were outside the 
conventional parish work, where it did not matter if they were 
known to be pro-gay. 

Many persons posed as fence-sitters, saying that there were 
more pressing and important issues than the gay debate. Often, 
the clergy among these, when pressed, turned out to be pro-gay. 
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Many letters were still published in the Church paper on 
both sides of the issue. The homosexuals wrote in, emphatically 
sta/ing that they, too were God's children, who wanted to be 
no, must be - part of the Church. They just could not help 
being what they were; they had no control over their sexual 
orientation. And why should they be discriminated against for 
practicing a different kind of loving ? Such letters evoked 
more and more sympathy and empathy among the readers. 

There were many closet parents and siblings who knew that 
their children and brothers and sisters were homosexual, but who 
had never dared admit this in public. Now many were relieved to 
find that their Church was officially sympathetic to their 
relatives' plight or condition, and they began to support, more 
or less vocally, the official Church position, while resenting 
and opposing statements put out by The Concerned. 

In some cities and towns, lay support groups had sprung up 
which gave moral encouragement to clergy who, because of their 
support of gays and lesbians, had come under attack and pressure 
from their congregations. 

It was lonely for Rick in the spacious manse of his new 
pastorate. He had never been very good at preparing his own 
food and making his own bed, but he was learning. He arranged 
for a woman to come in once a week and do the cleaning. 

Whenever possible, he would meet with his lover. Sometimes, 

Rick would go to Peter's apartment; sometimes Peter came to the 
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manse. Rick just lived for these encounters. 

He did his parish work as best he could, wondering why life 
had to be like this for him; it was all so unnecessary. His 
sexual proclivity, after all, was shared and had been shared by 
many famous, outstanding members of the race. Can one deny, he 
mused, that Shakespeare's sonnets expressed a more than 
friendship love toward a man ? Were David and Jonathan just 
good friends ? Why then did David say that his friend's love 
SURPASSED THE LOVE OF WOMEN ? Perhaps David was bisexual, and 
Jonathan too. True, Hebrew law forbade the gay life; but then 
adultery and murder were forbidden too, which did not prevent 
David from committing them. Rick thought about all these 
things. 

He was comforted by the fact that most of his new 
colleagues, all of whom knew that he was gay, accepted him and 
actually admired him for the courage he had to pursue his 
profession as well as his lifestyle. Two elderly, Bible-thumping 
conservative ministers did not admire him. They thought his 
lifestyle sinful, and considered what he did in bed to be an 
unspeakable perversion. They expressed concern for the state of 
his soul, and offered "to help him get over it," professing 
Christian love and compassion. He despised the attitude of 
these intolerant bigots, and their disapproval of his lifestyle 
did not bother him a bit. 


The lay members of the Presbytery mostly accepted him for 



294 


what and who he was. One even nominated him - newcomer that 
he was - to be Chairman of the Presbytery. He declined. 

He had noticed while going over the church membership roll 
with his Clerk of Session that a few people had resigned their 
memberships since last year. The Sunday School (an anachronism, 
anyway, he thought) was defunct. But the majority of the 
membership was intact, and loyal. Rick felt lucky to have such 
an understanding congregation and Presbytery. 

Occasionally he would think of Karen, and wonder how she 
was. Somehow, he began to muse on how it would be like to be a 
father; to take a little son or daughter to a birthday party at 
a friend's house, to buy them an ice cream cone in the summer, 
to take them to the lake for a swim, to see them graduate, go to 
college, get married. He would miss all that, and often a mood 
of great melancholy crept over him. He was saddled with this 
craving for men, and he could not help it. He simply could not 
be attracted to the round, soft curves of the female body. The 
angular, muscular straightness of the male body was what he 
craved. And yet, having to forego children was a high, a 
painful price to pay. 

Rick began once again to analyze his present lifestyle. 

What was it all about ? He was a believer all right, a 
Christian of the liberal persuasion, but nevertheless a 
Christian, and an ordained one at that. It was his task to lead 
others to God through Christ, the great Revealer. This was his 
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work. It satisfied him most of the time, even though the 
constant need to hide his gay lifestyle, to prevaricate, to 
dissimulate, was an ugly fly in the ointment. Still, apart from 
that he appreciated and liked what he did. 

He had read in one of Ayn Rand's books - a long time ago 
it was - that there are basically five kinds of pleasure in 
life: Work, Art, Friendship, Recreation and Sex. He received 
pleasure from them all, he thought. Not that he, at the present 
time had many friends; but his lover was a friend to be 
cherished. He had also made a new friend in one of his female, 
widowed parishioners, ten years older than he, and appearing to 
be a kindred spirit. He found himself spending proportionately 
more time with her than with anyone else in his parish. He 
began to wonder, though, whether she was attracted to him in 
ways other than the simply Platonic. 

He was a connoisseur of the arts. Whenever he had a chance 
he would visit museums and art galleries, although the walls of 
his domicile were bare of real art. He had neither the money 
nor the opportunity to acquire any. He had, however, bought 
himself an expensive stereo unit, and a collection of classical 
records and tapes. These he played for himself at a sound level 
which was sometimes almost painful to the ear; the manse had no 
neighbours near enough to be disturbed by it. People walking by 

could sometimes hear his music for a long time before and after 
they passed the house, especially in summer. The street was 
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dimly lit at that point, and people going home late found the 
crashing of "The Ride of the Valkyries" at three a.m. rather 
eerie. For sometimes, in the middle of the night he would play 
Wagner, the dark and poignant moods of which he liked. The 
groping Will, the undergirding foundation and spring of the 
universe which activates the all, was to be heard in Wagner's 
music, so he had read, and so he had felt - that Will which 
could also be called God. 

The will to live, to exist ! He felt it, and he found a 
profound calm and joy in listening to music; it gave him an 
inner peace, a serenity of the soul to be fleet ingly savoured, 
for it could and would vanish as quickly as it came. Then his 
physical needs would come to the fore again, and his glands and 
nerves would cry out for satisfaction, for the experience of 
pleasure which only his lover could satisfy; and he was usually 
not there. 

At such depressing times, he would try to forget about his 
lover and about sex, difficult as that proved to be, by engaging 
in another kind of pleasure, recreation. In the summer, this 
meant golf. He had joined the local club, and found himself 
spending more time on the course than he could justify in terms 
of his obligation to work for the Church. He loved the game; it 
gave him back the mental and emotional equilibrium which, on 
occasion, he could lose. 


However, in his love life all was not peace and joy. Rick 
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had become increasingly suspicious of his friend and lover, 
Peter. Those long absences, on those trips of his ! It was no 
secret that gays did not usually live the monogamous life. Rick 
also became restless and frustrated because he had been used to 
having Karen around the house every day, all day. He did not 
like living alone. 

It was the last day of September. The two lovers were 
finally together again. It was evening. They were to spend a 
night together at last; they sat on the chesterfield, close 
together, holding hands. 

Should I confront him with my suspicions ? Rick asked 
himself. Perhaps it would be better to ignore it all; but then, 
what if Peter had had unprotected sex with someone carrying the 
AIDS virus ? 

He knew that there had been cases where gay lovers had got 
into terrible fights. Jealousy, recriminations, love turned to 
hatred could be potent and explosive. There had been one case 
where a minister and his lover had all but wrecked a manse. He 
could not visualize himself fighting like that with Peter. 

"Perhaps the time has come for you and me to live 
together," he said aloud. 

"I would like to," smiled Peter. But wouldn't that be 
premature ? What would your parishioners say ?" 
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"Look, it is done in other places. We know that my 
congregation is fairly tolerant, and they must know by now. They 
don't seem to mind. After all, I do my work. I fulfill my 
clergy role. That's what counts. With whom I sleep, that's none 
of their business. So, why don't you move in ?" 

Peter looked uncertain. "I don't know. What should I do 
with all my furniture and things ? You know, I have a lot." 

"I suppose it would look kind of strange if you had a van 
bring it here. Also, there probably wouldn't be enough room." 

"I'll have to think about that..." said Peter. "Let's 
think about it tomorrow," he said, brightening. They kissed. 

"Let's go to bed !" suggested Rick. 

"Let 's ! " 

Being of an artistic frame of mind, Rick had always admired 
Peter's physique. Like the ancient Greeks, he admired beauty in 
his lover, expressing his yearning for the ideal of beauty 
through amorous caresses and tender words. Michelangelo had 
claimed that the beauty of the male surpasses that of the 
female, but then the great artist was said to have been gay. 

Of course, it was not necessarily true that, as the Greeks 
claimed, beauty was goodness and goodness was truth. One could 
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have one without the other. Still, beauty was there in the 
universe to be enjoyed and appreciated. Out of the chaos of the 
primordial explosion, out of the swirling of myriads of 
particles, planets, moons, suns, galaxies, beauty had emerged. 
Beauty and ugliness - two opposite poles - were really light 
years apart. Rick had often analyzed the meaning of beauty. The 
main indications of the beautiful anywhere in creation were said 
to be the quality of being petite or moderate in size, avoiding 
the oversized and bulky; and the quality of roundness, avoiding 
the angular and avoiding total, unrelieved straightness. There 
must be grace rather than clumsiness. 

Roundness and curvature were beautiful; so why could he not 
become attracted to the feminine form with its round, curving 
buttocks and breasts, its full lips ? Of course, men too, 
beautiful men, exhibited these same features - the ripples of 
rounded muscles in the torso of Michelangelo's David, the firm 
but rounded buttocks, the well-proportioned nose. To 
Michelangelo, David was more beautiful than any Greek Venus 
could have been. So too was Peter, to him. Peter's firm but 
supple body was beautiful to see, to touch, to caress; it was 
thrilling to clasp, to know. 

They made love. Release came, and then there was satiety 
for a time, and peace. While Peter slept, Rick lay awake and 
thought idly such thoughts as came unbidden to his mind. "How 
odd that we two, who are so different, should have 
fallen in love ! Peter is tall and slim; his skin is smooth. I 
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am heavy-set and hairy. Well, Schopenhauer wrote that opposites 
attract, opposites in character, in build, in physical features, 
even in personality. I have a hair-trigger temper; Peter is 
calm, thorough, slow and steady. Nice match, good match, all 
around. " 

Rick's blissful musings ended abruptly as he remembered 
that he was not totally happy. Suspicions and doubts of his 
lover's loyalty and faithfulness began to gnaw at him again. 
Thoughts about the precariousness of his place in “respectable" 
human society persisted in surfacing too. There had been cases 
- and he remembered a particularly tragic one which had occurred 
when he was a teenager - where gays had committed suicide. He 
had known and come to appreciate the man, a minister who turned 
out to be gay, but whose secret was well-kept by those few who 
knew it. Inexplicably, the man had shot himself. Much later, 
it was revealed by his male ex-lover that the minister had 
become so despondent and desperate because their passionate love 
had always to be furtive, with no hope of ever living together, 
that he had felt he could not continue living at all. In those 
days, there was little or no understanding of the gay 
orientation. The subject was never discussed at Church 
meetings. To that extent, times had changed, all right. 

Even yet, though, Rick remembered, there were colleagues of 
his who could not stay in their churches because of their known 
homosexuality. They nervously moved from church to church, or 
else they quit the ministry. They felt hounded. One female 
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colleague out West had, out of a kind of perverse bravado, 
declared herself to be a lesbian, right from the pulpit. She 
had had to go, as nobody came to church anymore. This she did 
several times over, decimating several congregations, until she 
was finally persuaded by her Presbytery to take a chaplaincy 
position in a hospital. There, she could not come under the 
crossfire of irate parishioners. Life for lesbians and gays in 
the ministry was still precarious, at best. 

How long, he wondered, could he stay in this pastorate ? 
How long before the trouble with the congregation would start ? 
How long, even, before the opposites which had attracted him to 
Peter would become sources of irritation, of friction, perhaps 
of serious difficulties ? Already he felt that the first 
euphoria of his love had lost something of its dazzle. It was 
obvious that during his travels Peter loved other men, who were 
drawn by his blond beauty. This was a bitter thought. Perhaps 
it would be better for them to live apart, after all. Would 
absence make the heart grow fonder ? Or, would he lose Peter 
altogether ? The thought of perhaps having to seek a new sex 
partner was painful to Rick. 

He knew that if all else failed - the mutual attraction of 
the spirit, the forces of physical attraction, the opposites, 
the kindred mentality - gays could still be attracted to each 
other by the sheer force of the pleasure principle. Rick 
imagined himself visiting parks, gay bars, bus stations and 
public toilets in search of casual gay partners, where pxire 
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animal lust would take over; and he knew that scene was not for 
him. He knew, too, that most other gays saw nothing wrong with 
it. 


If gays could only live more normal, socially accepted 
lives, he thought; like decent heterosexuals, dating, 
experiencing sex, then getting married the same as heterosexuals 
get married, with family support and public acknowledgment; it 
could all be so different. So very different. 

The heaviness of his heart and of his thoughts, combined 
with his recent sexual exertions caused a deep weariness to come 
upon Rick, and he, too, slept. 

It had become an obsession with the Church to "study". The 
decision-makers at the levels of the higher church courts were 
forever advocating studies to be undertaken by the 
congregations. This kept the Staff busy. They had to arrange 
for the writing and preparing of study packets that were shipped 
out to the folk by the truck load. It was not that the people 
with whom the final authority rested were really so much 
interested in what the membership thought about things. They 
would, in the end, make up their own minds anyway. This Church 
was not a democratic Church, but a conciliar Church ! That had 
been the battle cry of the upper echelon, when the people had 
protested that their study feedback and their petitions against 
"gay ordination" had been ignored. The Council listens to 
petitions, but need not act upon them, the folk were told. 
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All this occurred at the same time when in the political 
arena the suppressed masses in Eastern Europe and in Asia began 
to demand to be heard, demanded their rights. Meanwhile in 
Canada, a Church was not about to listen to its own members. 

They were asked to study some more, "always studying and never 
arriving at the truth," as St. Paul put it. At least, the 
church folk had not arrived at the truth as the leadership saw 
it. That is why they were asked to study some more. The folk 
were invariably at odds with their leaders, whether it was a 
study on the meaning of Church membership, or sexuality, or 
ministry. When the authorities received what they considered to 
be the wrong answer, they did not give in; they merely tried 
again, and laid on another study, after a brief interval. 

Sooner or later, they thought, the folk will get it right. 

Only once had the elders of the congregations been allowed 
to vote on a proposed major change in the national Church 
constitution. The question was: Should children who have been 
baptized as infants be considered members in full membership, 
before they make their Confirmation of faith ? (Confirmation was 
usually done between the ages of twelve and fourteen.) The 
elders voted No. That reply did not suit the Church leaders. 
They wanted to have more members on the Church rolls; since they 
were losing members by the thousands every year, they wanted to 
count children as members, even if they had not made their 
commitment to their Lord in a public way. The rationale for 
this was that the children ought to be admitted to Holy 
Communion, and therefore they ought to be members. The fact 
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that some congregations already admitted them (after proper 
teaching) to the sacred Table before Confirmation meant nothing 
to "Head Office". That did not raise the membership statistics. 
So, after an interval of a few years, during which the 
membership continued to fall, the question was scheduled to be 
"remitted" for a vote once more, but this time only to the 
Presbyteries . 

The authority of the Bible was another sore point with the 
leadership. Most of the rank and file still held a fairly 
conservative opinion of Scripture, that is to say, they believed 
it. This fact had caused all the trouble with the gay 
ordination issue. If the folk had only been made to see that 
the Bible is not necessarily the first and last authority on 
matters of faith and ethics, that there are other sources, other 
givens, such as tradition, logic and experience, then they would 
not have been so stubborn on the gay issue. Therefore, the folk 
must be disabused of the idea that the Bible is a weapon, a club 
to be used for gay-bashing and that sort of thing. After all, 
anybody with even the brain of a bird can see that if some folk 
are gay, then God - whoever or whatever that name may connote 
must have made them like that, and therefore it is good, 
because God's creation is good. Never mind what the Bible says 
specifically on the subject of gay practice, they thought; those 
passages have other explanations, and are not relevant to our 
times . 


But somehow the benighted folk, the church members, did not 
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see it that way. So, they were asked to study the authority of 
the Bible, all under the guidance of the top-flight theologians 
of the Church, who had already prepared a document for their 
benefit. This piece of work could only be described as being on 
the far left of the theological spectrum. 

So, even though the Church is "not a democratic church", 
the folk were asked to study yet again and send in their 
responses. The appearances of caring and of asking the 
congregations for input had to be kept up. They were also asked 
to keep on submitting their views on the gay ordination issue, 
now that General Council had already dealt with it. Again and 
still ! Would it make any difference in the end ? 

Many members, many congregations did not bother anymore. 
They knew they had been ignored before, and they would probably 
be ignored again. It was most likely just another exercise in 
futility. But the Church members who belonged to The Concerned, 
knowing that "Head Office" would interpret silence to mean 
consent, sent in their objections and replies. Some of them 
held regional rallies and marched in the streets to show their 
concern. They still hoped and prayed that the New Statement 
would be altered, that the authority of the Bible would be re - 
emphasized, and that Jesus Christ would be re-affirmed as the 
centre of religion in their Church. They knew they must 
faithfully persevere and never rest, for the time was short. 
After all, August 1990, when the next General Council would 
meet, was drawing closer every day. 
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CHAPTER XI 


ROMANCE AND REPERCUSSIONS 


Lome had been seeing Rose quite regularly since that first 
encounter in the summer. Sometimes they made love, and 
sometimes they did not. They had become quite fond of each 
other, but neither wanted a permanent arrangement. Rose 
expected to get her decree absolute any day, but she, having 
been burned once, was not willing nor ready to become a wife 
again. She was just living from day to day. It was a 
comfortable kind of arrangement. They met twice a week or so at 
her cottage, or at motels or restaurants a good many kilometers 
distant from their turf so as to avoid being recognized. They 
would sit in a dimly lit far corner at a table for two, playing 
footsies but outwardly appearing very proper, in case they were 
observed. Rose knew that there was no ultimate future for her 
relationship with Lome. 

It was now the last week of November. The chilly winds of 
winter already swept over the Muskoka lakes and forests, 
enveloping all in icy frost. Christmas would arrive in less 
than a month. Lome had been thinking of Karen for some time. 

He did not know her that well; her husband Rick, with whom he 
had professional connections before Rick left Karen and went to 
live with another man, was better known to him. Lome felt 
compassion and concern for Karen, and decided to pay her a 
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visit. She lived fifty kilometers from Lome's place of 
residence. She was still occupying the manse; the rules of the 
Church would permit her to live there until the end of January. 

Karen lived alone in the big house - there had been no 
children - and she was genuinely pleased to have Lome drop 
in. At first, some of her friends, all women, had visited her a 
few times; but then they stopped coming. They were busy now 
with their families, preparing for Christmas; and they forgot 
her. Somehow, it seems to be a human failing to neglect friends 
and neighbours just when they need amicable aid and support 
most; at least, this was Karen's predicament. She was lonely, 
hurt, and she missed her man around the house and in bed. It 
was not that their sex life had been all that great; Rick always 
fantasized about a male whenever he made love to his wife. 

Still it was something. It had satisfied her as far as it went. 

She enjoyed, as she told Rick once, the leisurely soothing 
fucks he provided her with twice a week or so. But now her 
plate was empty and - being a woman in her early thirties 
whose sexual powers had just lately reached their peak, after 
years of slow development and progression - she was hungry, 
starved for that warm body beside, upon or under her. 

She had heard the rumours about Lome's womanizing. She 
did not know how much of those stories to believe. Lome seemed 
far from sinister. He was so personable, so caring, so 
human, that she found herself liking him immensely. It just 
seemed to come over her, as they sat in the living room, having 
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coffee and some of the cake she had baked on the weekend, that 
perhaps here was her golden opportunity that had just knocked. 

After some small talk, Lome asked whether she had heard 
from Rick. No, she had not, except that she got a cheque in the 
mail now and again. 

"You know," she said, "I am not really mad at him. Angry, 
yes, but not livid. After all, there are people who have that 
orientation. I mean, what is the debate in the Church all about? 
I could tell that he wasn't the world's greatest lover. He was 
okay in bed, but not great. I mean, from what one reads and 
hears, our sex life could have been better. I hope he is 
happy." Lome nodded, a little frown of sympathy on his face. 
She sipped coffee, and continued, "I don't know what I will do 
next year. Before I married, I was a secretary; perhaps I'll 
get back to doing that. I always wanted to go back to work, 
anyway . " 

She rose, went into the kitchen and came back with the 
coffee pot that had been on the element, keeping hot. Karen was 
petite in stature, with a small waist, generous bosom and hips, 
and shapely legs. Her facial features, which could be called 
beautiful, were accented by the sadness in her eyes which 
betrayed her emotional hurt. Her perfect teeth, small mouth, 
naturally rosy lips, pert, perfect nose and flawless skin were 
set off by her long, dark-blonde hair, which was coifed high and 
made her appear taller than she was. None of this was lost on 
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Lome. He liked the blue sweater and skirt she wore, which 
matched her eyes. When she leaned close to pour him more 
coffee, the fact that she wore no bra did not escape him either. 
But it was her slippers - her little, ornate Japanese house 
slippers, such a homey, girlish touch - that gave him a pang, 
so that he found it hard to swallow. 

They chatted for close to an hour. Lome told her then 
that he had an appointment back home in just over half an hour, 
and he had better be going. She kindly asked him to come back 
again some time, soon - and she really meant that - she 
being so lonely, and having appreciated his visit so much. 
Wouldn't he come for dinner some time ? Yes, he would - a 
week from today he could. Six o'clock. He took leave of her - 
a firm handshake - and drove home, sore of heart for Karen in 
her predicament and her obvious vulnerability. 

After he was gone, she sat on her chesterfield for a few 
minutes and wondered about Lome. "God," she breathed. "I 
surely need a man. Are You really going to send me one ?" 

A week later, through a heavy snowfall, Lome drove his car 
down the highway towards Karen's place. He parked in the 
driveway and rang the bell, happy that he could spend time with 
Karen again. She opened the door, and through a dense swirl of 
snowflakes his eyes fell on a vision of beauty. "Quick !" she 
said, "before you blow away," and pulled him inside. He held 
her hand for a moment, smiling at her. He saw that she looked 
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much less woebegone. Her skin glowed, and her hair curled over 
her shoulders. She wore a dress of fine green knit with a low 
V-neck, and stylish high-heeled shoes; there was a faint but 
intoxicating fragrance about her. He stamped the snow from his 
boots and left them on the mat, slipping into the shoes he had 
brought, while she put his snowy coat on a hanger. 

They had a glass of wine together; they sat down to dinner, 
which had been waiting in the oven. It was a good meal - rich 
hot beef bouillon, then a fine roast of beef, mashed potatoes au 
gratin, frenched green beans, creamed peas. Salad came next, and 
was eaten from the dinner plates - Karen said salad tasted 
better that way, and it did. Dessert, fresh fruit cup, waited 
in the refrigerator. They had a little more of the wine, which 
was a fine Italian white, LACRIMA CHRISTI. 

"Funny," Lome remarked as he was finishing his salad, "how 
we United Church people seem to take to alcoholic beverages 
these days. Time was, when that was considered to be about the 
worst sin one could commit." 

"You don't hear much about that anymore." 

"No, we are preoccupied with other issues these days." 

"Yes. I suppose it is strange. Our Church at one time was 
very strict when it came to what you might call peccadillos. No 
bingo. No games of chance, not even raffling off a quilt at a 
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church bazaar, not to mention buying lottery tickets - oh. 

Heaven forbid ! But today - well, today, while these things are 
still considered sinful, gay and lesbian practice is 
acceptable . " 

"I would call that, to use Jesus' analogy, swallowing 
camels and sifting gnats." 

"Well, I told you I can't get too upset over this business. 
But I am. I was married to a closet gay for eight years" 
she lowered her eyes - "and I wish the Church had made some 
effort to help him reconsider, to help him pay for therapy 
perhaps, or at least had held out some hope to him that it might 
be possible for people like him to become different. He tried. 
And what did they do ? They encouraged him to be gay." Her 
eyes were bright with unshed tears, and she fought for control 
for a few moments. "What happened to me was not very nice. I 
am in a mess . " 

There were a few moments more of silence. Then she quietly 
said, "It is not easy to be just cut off from having sex." 

Lome was wondering whether this was a remark meant for him 
as a man, or for him as a counsellor and friend. He decided it 
must be the latter. He nibbled a crouton, sipped some wine, and 
considered his reply. Neither of them spoke for a minute or so, 
but it seemed a very long time. The grandfather clock, an 
heirloom of Karen's family, ticked slowly, ponderously; it 
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seemed to Lome to say “take your time, take your time, take 
your time." Finally he cleared his throat, looked at her and 
said: 


“I guess it must be hard. Poor Karen. What can one do ? 
Perhaps you should start divorce proceedings, and - you are an 
attractive woman - look for another partner." 

She did not reply, but averted her eyes and blushed. After 
a short interval, she went into the kitchen to get the dessert. 
She had turned the radio on for the eight o'clock news. There 
was a snow warning for the district. She went to the window and 
drew back the curtains for a glimpse outside. The snow was 
coming down twice as thickly as it had before. 

"Goodness ! You are going to have a problem driving home," 
she said. "If you want to leave early, I'll understand.” 

"Not to worry ! Front-wheel drive - new snow tires - and 
superior driving skill, of course. I'll manage all right," he 
airily assured her. 

As the evening wore on, the storm gained in intensity, 
whipping dense clouds of snowflakes across field and forest. 

The driveway was rapidly filling with drifts. Unperturbed, 
Karen and Lome sat in the living room, he on the couch, she on 
the rec liner, and conversed about all manner of things, 
eventually returning to the issue which was uppermost in the 
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minds of people in the Church. Her church had lost about half 
its members; first over the issue itself, and then over her 
husband's defection. The remaining members were making do by 
themselves and hoping to find a minister in the new year. 

Tiring of conversation, she went to the record player, put 
on an album, and suggested that they dance. She knew he was a 
good dancer, she said; she had seen him dance at a wedding 
reception once. 

Lome habitually held his dancing partners close. So, he 
held Karen close, and soon he became very conscious of her soft 
breasts; she made no effort to keep him at a distance. Within 
minutes he became sexually aroused, a situation and 
manifestation which he would have wished to conceal from her; 
but she soon became quite aware of his condition - as he held 
her close. Then somehow they were dancing cheek to cheek, and 
neither spoke. Around and around they went, graceful, smooth. 
Thus with singleness of purpose, she forged a preliminary 
togetherness and closeness, which did not fail to have its 
effect on him. 

After several minutes of this, Karen suddenly stopped 
dancing and stepped back, holding both his hands in hers, and 
with a shaky little smile looked frankly into his eyes. He 
looked back, somewhat puzzled. 


"What is happening here ?" he said. 
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"I am not sure," she softly answered. 

"Karen, I think we are starting something we can't finish. 
We better stop." 

She quickly stepped forward, closing the gap between them. 
Her eyes filled with tears. "I don't want to stop," she 
whispered. "I want you." 

The idea was not exactly unwelcome to Lome; it was just so 
unexpected. He only slept with one woman at a time, and he was 
still sleeping with Rose. He thought about it for a moment. 

His glands, his nervous system, his whole body urged him to go 
ahead. It did not take much persuasion, for she was already 
gently leading him from the room. "Hm. I did not expect this 
kind of dessert when I came here," he muttered. 

She led him into a bedroom, flicking up a switch as she 
passed; a large table lamp came on. This was a guest room, she 
told him. The electric heat had been turned down somewhat here, 
and the temperature outside was dropping. She turned up the 
thermostat, and let him undo her zipper in the back. Then, with 
her face still turned away from him, she quickly lifted the 
dress over her head and flung it on a chair. She turned around, 
in her slip now, unbuttoned his jacket and removed it. It 
joined her dress on the chair. She gently placed her left hand 
behind his head, reached, with her right, for the bulge she had 
noticed before, and gave him a lingering soul kiss. He clasped 
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her tenderly, and then with great yearning. They broke the 
embrace and hurriedly shed all their clothes. It was chilly, 
and they quickly got under the covers, and cuddled. The lamp 
shone on, undimmed. She was shuddering, and she seemed to be 
melting right into Lome's body. After a while, the temperature 
in the room had risen to the point where they could fling the 
blankets aside. They would make love not in the bed, but on the 
bed . 


They did not hurry, though both were ready to come to a 
quick resolution of their desires. Lome had never been with a 
woman who possessed such large breasts. There were pale-blue 
veins visible under their translucent surfaces; her bosom seemed 
to him like a giant landscape - in two sections - with tiny 
irregularities, rills, and two little knolls, petal-pink and 
waiting to be gently touched, kissed and nibbled. His fingers, 
palms and lips wandered over the landscape. He also noticed 
that she had a physical feature known as 3teatopygia - a large 
behind - and he playfully patted and stroked these other 
bulges when he tired of the breasts, which were indeed like the 
two towers as he remembered them described in the Song of 
Solomon. They lay facing each other. She had put one of her 
arms around him, with her long fingernails subtly scratching his 
back, the other hand busying itself with his manhood, while he 
was massaging and caressing those protuberances facing away from 
him, teasingly tickling her crack. 


"I have always been enamored of large behinds," he 
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whispered to her. 

"Yes, I could hold up the whole world with it. I know." 
And they both laughed, for they had both read that in T . H. 
Lawrence . 


"Mmm. " 


"Ahh. " 

At last she could wait no more. She started grinding her 
body into his and breathed into his ear, inviting him to take 
possession of her, to make his entry, to lose himself in her. 

The grandfather clock struck eleven p.m. , Westminster chimes. 

The wind howled and whistled around the house. Lome mounted. 
She closed her eyes and savoured the long-missed sensation to 
the fullest. The lamp was still shining brightly and Lome 
observed her face; a pained expression was on it, not because of 
hurt, but because of the extreme pleasure she was now 
experiencing. Men and women do not smile when fully enjoying 
their libidinous feelings. They reflect the same visual 
expressions they do when in great pain. 

They continued, slow and deliberate, eventually 
accelerating a little; then they waited, and just rested for a 
while, locked in their embrace. 


"Did you ever hear of Andrea Dworkin ?" he asked her 
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lazily . 


"No-o. Who's Andrea Dworkin ?" 


"She writes." 


"Oh. " 


"She says that the penis is a weapon that does violence to 
the woman, or something like that. By definition, what I am 
doing to you now is an act of aggression." 

"But I love it, I love it. Please come deeper. It's the 
greatest feeling. After all, males and females are made for 
each other this way. It's not an act of war; what you are doing 
is an act of mercy for me. Anyway, we could switch - ohhh - 
and then I would be doing it to you - from above. I'd be in 
charge . " 

"Feminism gone berserk and mad ! That's what I think of 
Dworkin and company ! " 

"Let's switch !" 

But it was too late for that. The end came for them both, 
first he, then - after a little coaxing - she. Her face became 
beautifully contorted towards the end, the sign of ultimate 
bliss. He experienced a strange emotion as he gazed at her, a 
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painful sort of wish to protect her always. He inhabited her 
for a while longer, and then parted. 

The wind was now howling furiously outside, and buffeting 
the corners of the house. The room had become colder. They 
gathered the sheet and blankets back on the bed, covered 
themselves, and, wrapped snugly in each other's arms, fell 
asleep. 

Lome had assumed that Karen was on the pill, still. She 
was not, and neither of them had said anything about that 
subject . 


Lome had to be at a Presbytery meeting the next morning at 
nine-thirty. The plows had done good work during the night, and 
the roads were clear. He and Karen loved each other again in 
the early morning. When he left, after extricating his little 
car from an enormous snowdrift, it was seven a.m. and still 
quite dark. 

He began to feel a very strong attraction - no, a 
compulsion - toward this woman who had seduced him. As he 
drove home, made a quick pit stop to shovel more snow, shave, 
shower, change, and leave again, the feeling grew. He had 
promised Karen to come back. He had made that same promise to 
Rose just two days ago. He would have to tell Rose that it was 
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over between them. With her, what he had was good sex, but only 
sex. With Karen, so he told himself now, it was sex - and 
love . 


Still, perhaps it would be better not to lose his head 
and heart - over a woman, no matter how much pleasure and love 
she could give him. He was not about to settle down just yet; 
the world was full of interesting, lovable women. If the gays 
could screw around with impunity, so could he. Apparently 
females liked to do it every bit as much as males; and females 
like Dworkin , well, they were not typical; they were just a bit 
strange, he thought, as he drove towards the church where 
Presbytery would meet. His ruminations led him to conclude, 
once again, that good sex never hurt a woman yet, provided she 
was as anxious for it as the man of her choice was. And women 
had more erogenous zones than men, more sensitive centres, with 
more nerves leading to those spots; some women could climax many 
more times than men. So what was it with the likes of Dworkin ? 
He concluded that any woman who thinks of the penis as a weapon 
must be lesbian. 

At four o'clock that afternoon, when the Presbytery meeting 
was over, Lome found himself to be the new Chairman. The 
presiding Chair, Tom Linley, had received a call from a church 
in Ottawa, and would move the first of January. Lome was 
somewhat surprised that he was chosen. He knew that his 
womanizing was generally known, and while many of his colleagues 
thought nothing of it, there were still many lay delegates. 
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especially among the older types, who did not take kindly to his 
life style. However, his virtues must have outbalanced his 
alleged vices in the minds of Presbyters and, in their wisdom, 
they elected him to be their Chairman. 

Christmas 1988 came and went. Many congregations went into 
their Christmas services with a subdued spirit. They made the 
best of it, and tried not to let the problems in the Church put 
too much of a damper on the festivities. The future was 
uncertain for many members. There were those congregations who 
had rallied around their pro-gay ministers, putting the troubles 
behind them, and being determined to strike out into the new 
year as though nothing had happened. The parishioners did not 
all like what was going on, but they figured there were more 
important things to do than to keep on fighting. 

Whether liberal or conservative, evangelical or radical, 
the Church, once again, celebrated the mystery of the 
Incarnation, the Birthday of the King. 

Now it was December 31, 1988. John and Jo Graham usually 
spent the last day and night of the year with their married 
children, or with friends. This time they stayed at home, since 
New Year's Day was a Sunday, and John had to be in the pulpit. 
They settled down for a quiet evening, providing for their own 
fun. This was not difficult for them. They enjoyed a happy 
meal around five o'clock, and played a game of chess until seven 
o'clock. Then they watched television for an hour. Conversation 
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and a game of Scrabble came next. They had so little time 
together that an evening like this, without any meetings, 
classes or other appointments was a real luxury. They opened a 
bottle of champagne around nine o'clock, and they talked. They 
analyzed the situation in the church, wondering whether this was 
their last New Year's Eve in the manse. The congregation might 
well bolt in the new year. What would they do ? John and Jo 
spent a good fifteen minutes in prayer together, asking for 
divine guidance and God's blessing on the strife-torn Church. 

"Why do you suppose these things happen?" asked Jo. 

"It has always been so. The history of the church is full 
of fights, arguments, hostilities, and even wars. The devil is 
always out to knock Christ's Church over." 

"Yes, but where is the Holy Spirit, then ?" 

"The Spirit is with those of us who let Him into our lives. 
Not all do. Some mistake the devil for the Holy Spirit. Many 
even say that what happened at the General Council was the work 
of the Holy Spirit. They call it "the Miracle of Victoria". 

"Yes, you told me that. Of course, Christ said that He 
would be with His Church. He said the gates of hell will not 
prevail against His Church. We need that promise, John. We 
need to hang onto that now." 
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"We must not lose the proper perspective, Jo. After all, 
our denomination is a tiny fraction of the Church Catholic. Our 
entire membership amounts to little more than one- tenth of one 
percent of Christendom. I think sometimes we take ourselves too 
ser iously. Thank God the other ninety-nine-point-nine percent 
did not do this foolish thing." 

"That's small comfort for us." 

"Why don't we forget our troubles and have a little fun - 
right here before the fireplace ! " 

There was a log fire burning brightly in the Franklin, 
radiating a warm glow into the room. They dimmed the lights, 
made sure of the drapes, and began undressing. They loved each 
other there. About eleven-thirty, clad now in their 
nightclothes, they sat by the fire and had a mini-feast which Jo 
had prepared earlier in the day, keeping it in the refrigerator 
until it was time to eat the last meal of the old year and to 
welcome in the new. Brandy was invited in to share tidbits, 
which she did with her usual collie politeness. They stood, as 
the clock struck midnight, and hugged and kissed for a long 
time. Brandy, who had been curled up by the fireplace, rose 
lazily to her feet and cozied up to her master and mistress, 
twined around their knees, gave a little bark. They laughed and 
patted her, and shook the paw she offered. "Happy New Year, 

Jo." "Happy New Year, John." "Happy New Year, Brandy." 
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It was the middle of January. Karen was becoming more and 
more concerned, and a little alarmed. She was five days overdue. 
It could not be, she thought. When nothing happened the next 
day, nor the day after that, she went to a nearby town where she 
was not known, and had a pregnancy test. When she received the 
result, her suspicions were confirmed. She was pregnant. How 
could she be so stupid ? She had just had her period when she 
made love to Lome, and had thought she was safe. She had 
trusted Lome; she was sure he didn't have AIDS - he was not 
gay - and never bothered to ask whether he would care to wear 
a condom, if he had one with him. What to do ? 

She had not seen Lome since that night. He was very busy 
in the Church. Christmas is always a very busy season for the 
clergy. Then he took a short vacation right after New Year's, 
in Florida; he would be back any day now. He had told her that 
he would visit her the first chance he got after his return. 

Two days after she heard from the lab, he dropped in. She 
did not want to put a damper on their first encounter in a month 
and a half. She said nothing. They made love twice that 
evening, after soaping each other in the shower. Then she told 
him. He was stunned. Had she not taken any precautions ? 
Everything went too fast, she said. She thought she was okay, 
that time of the month. Their burning desire for each other had 
simply caused them to throw caution to the winds - and what 
now ? Neither of them believed in abortion. She would have to 
have the baby. She was still married, too. Time would tell 
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what would happen, and what to do. 

He did not spend the night. He became really scared as he 
drove home. He, the new Chairman of Presbytery, had knocked up 
a colleague's wife - in the manse. 

"Damn it !" he shouted. "How stupid of me !" 


January was the month for annual meetings. The Concerned 
had called upon congregations to make sure that this time around 
they would elect delegates to Presbytery who were on the right 
side of the issue: some of them would eventually go to General 
Council in 1990. In fact, many churches did just that. Some 
"old hands" lost their positions, but by no means all. 

A certain apathy was setting in, and many members, many 
congregations were prepared just to ignore the issue, and 
proceed as if nothing had happened. Where regional and local 
rallies of The Concerned had been well attended in the fall - 
they were being held in many parts of the country - now, 
wherever they were held, the turnout was not great. The 
homosexual lobby had done well in counterattacking the thrust of 
The Concerned. Most of the Staff at all levels were on the gay 
side. They had the power. They were prepared to sustain 
membership losses and financial losses for the sake of their 


all-important cause. 
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The establishment, after all, had prepared and worked for 
the gay cause since the early 1980s. They were not prepared to 
let victory slip from their grasp. John Graham's friend Norman 
Patterson, an influential layman who was a member in a 
neighbouring church, had told him stories about how the General 
Council had prepared for the day when all this would happen. He 
had been on its Executive for many years, and he was always 
considered the odd man out, together with the two token 
conservative clergymen. Whenever this issue, or some other 
radical issue came up, Norman always opposed. But he was always 
overruled, and he felt that he was looked down upon for his 
conservatism. One member of the Executive had once told him 
that it was just a matter of time; gays and lesbians would stand 
in the pulpits of the Church, and be recognized and respected as 
such. 


Betty Calford knew that surely the congregation of St. 
Luke's United, Deep Lake, would leave the denomination. It was 
just a matter of time. She attended the February Presbytery; 
she was an official delegate of the congregation. She felt that 
it would be her last appearance at the Church court before she 
and some three hundred others would leave the Church. 

Betty had been instructed by the elders of St. Luke's to 
let Presbytery know what was about to happen, so that everything 
would be done correctly. When Betty hand-delivered their letter 
to the Presbytery chairperson of congregational affairs, the 
woman called a special meeting of her committee during the lunch 
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hour to deal with the situation. Betty also was a member of 
that same committee; and she attended, but the Chair refused to 
let her stay. Nevertheless, Betty did stay long enough to tell 
the committee why St. Luke's was contemplating secession. Her 
voice calm, she stated that as a St. Luke's representative at 
Presbytery, and as a member of this committee, she had a right 
to be present when St. Luke's was discussed, although because of 
a conflict of interest she would, of course, have abstained from 
voting. She told them that the proposed vote at a 
congregational meeting duly called would be on whether to remain 
in the United Church, or whether to cease to exist as a 
congregation of that denomination; that hers was not the only 
congregation in the Presbytery considering such a move; and that 
the Church had brought this state of affairs on itself by going 
along with the unscriptural goals of the radical element. At 
this point the chair interrupted: 

"All right, Betty. I think we all know where you're coming 
from. " 


With a little smile, Betty scanned the faces of the 
committee members. She had known most of them for six years. 
Not one of them looked friendly. No one smiled back. She 
nodded to them, and to the chairwoman, and left without another 
word. She was in a state of deep sadness mingled with anger. 

As she drove home, this gradually resolved itself into a flat, 
unemotional determination to pursue the matter of secession as 
expeditiously as she possibly could. She could not remain a 
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member of this hopelessly corrupt and messed-up outfit for much 
longer, she thought. She would stick until the fall. Then, 
whether or not her congregation would split away, she certainly 
would. She could revert to being a Presbyterian, as her parents 
and grandparents had been before 1925. 

John Graham knew that the chance of his congregation 
staying in the denomination was practically nil. He could not 
blame his flock which he had pastored all these years. In fact, 
he was proud of them. After all, they followed through, with 
consistency and a logical determination, on what he had taught 
them all along. Heresies could be tolerated only up to a point, 
and this point had been reached and passed. It was time to go. 
The more he thought about it, the more he was wondering why he 
did not go, too. What kept him ? To be consistent and to 
preserve his integrity, he too would probably have to go, 
standing up for his convictions. He stood on the "banks of the 
Rubicon" . Should he cross over ? 

What would and could he do if he did leave ? He was too 
young to retire, not even quite sixty yet. He could join the 
Presbyterians, or the Congregationalists ; but then, at his age, 
there might be a problem finding a congregation that would have 
him. Perhaps he could continue to serve his old congregation 
under a new flag, if they wanted him. Time would tell; but time 
was running out. 


The national Church Mission and Maintenance Fund had been 
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suffering losses, and the hierarchy had sponsored a special 
drive to boost the Fund, asking delegates to Conferences amd 
other church people for one-shot donations of one hundred 
dollars or more. The resulting funds alleviated the situation 
somewhat, but was no solution in the long run. Many if not most 
of the most generous givers had already left the Church, or had 
stopped giving out of protest. The Church had always advocated 
boycotts of unjust institutions. Now was the time to apply the 
lessons learned from the Church to the Church itself. 

Lome had been visiting Karen as often as he could. He was 
less than thrilled at the prospect of becoming a father, but 
being a Christian gentleman, albeit a somewhat unconventional 
one, and also being Chairman of Presbytery, he felt that the 
honourable thing to do was to accept the situation and 
acknowledge the child as his. 

However, he did not tell anyone else about it, and neither 
did Karen. Her pregnancy did not show yet; and when it did, 
after all, she was a married woman, though living away from her 
husband. Who was to know but that he might have come back some 
day or night ? This was what the people who knew Karen, and 
the few friends she had left, thought later on. In early 
February she vacated the manse and moved into an apartment . She 
had started divorce proceedings. Rick never visited her, but he 
kept sending cheques. 


Soon word got around that a certain man was often seen 
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going into Karen's apartment, and leaving the next day; and when 
someone recognized Lome as a member of the clergy from a nearby 
town, the rumour mill started to grind in earnest. It did not 
take long, and word spread to Lome's Presbytery. Many 
Presbyters and most of his colleagues would have just ignored 
the situation. But there was a chapter of The Concerned in the 
Presbytery. They stood for moral behaviour both among the 
membership and among the clergy, so much the more so since the 
General Council in Victoria. They were astonished and 
distressed at Lome's apparent moral dereliction, and decided 
that something had to be done; but what ? 

One of them, a minister, decided that he would lay a formal 
charge against Lome, if the allegations could be substantiated. 
The Concerned clergy had been talking about this for some time. 
In order to stem the tide of immorality among their own numbers; 
to help stop the foul-smelling avalanche of sexual debauchery 
which had engulfed the Church, they would have to make an 
example of somebody, and lay a charge. Once this was done, the 
Presbytery concerned would have to initiate a trial, with the 
proceedings roughly the same as in a civil court. Penalties 
could range all the way from a mild reprimand to being expelled 
from the ministry. 

Some of The Concerned would rather have charged a 
homosexual minister. There were numerous gay and lesbian 
ministers who came right out and publicly declared who they 
were, and what their sexual orientation was, and that they lived 
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with a same-sex lover. One or two even went on the CBC, the 
national television network, and spread this all over the 
country. These would have made prime targets for a charge. No 
evidence would be necessary except the self-incriminating tapes. 
So, why didn't The Concerned do it ? Why ? 

Well, because General Council had declared homosexuality 
acceptable behaviour for all United Church members, including 
the clergy. It was no longer an offence, no longer a sin. This 
put those eager to proceed with a charge in an awkward position. 
If they tried to force a decision on the morality and 
acceptability of the gay lifestyle, they would only find that it 
had already been prejudged by their highest Church court. 

That only left possible a charge against a heterosexual who 
had sex outside the bonds of sacred matrimony. It did not occur 
to The Concerned that this was indeed an anomaly. Since 
Victoria, by inference, homosexual clergy were officially immune 
to disciplinary action, and could openly flaunt their way of 
life; they could switch partners when they liked, or be as 
promiscuous as they liked. Heterosexuals were not granted such 
"privileges" by the official Church. 

One of the Concerned clergy in Lome's Presbytery decided 
to confront Lome and ask him point-blank about Karen. After 
all, Lome was an officer of the Church, and there were these 
rumours. Lome, however, did not admit to anything. He was, in 
fact, quite wroth at this transparent maneuvre , and invited the 
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interrogator to leave. The man then proceeded to lay a formal 
charge. He based his accusation on the fact that Lome did not 
deny that he had made his colleague's wife pregnant. 

Lome now became more than ever the target of innuendos, 
whisper campaigns and personal attacks. He was able to ignore 
most of these, or fend them off in conversations with friends, 
former friends, and colleagues; but things became more and more 
intolerable for him. He remembered with horror what had 
happened to Bakker and Swaggart . He also thought of the 
scandals that had come to light just recently in connection with 
child abuse perpetrated by Roman Catholic priests, although, he 
thought, there was no comparison between his own indiscretion 
and that. Jessica Hahn had indeed tattled on Bakker and brought 
him down. Would Karen finally do the same to him ? He hoped 
not . 


The Presbytery was buzzing. Sex had, once again as so 
often, raised its ugly head - and in the midst of the saints. 
One evening Lome sat in his study ensconced among his books and 
papers, alternately working on a sermon and contemplating his 
probable fate. In desperation, he finally pushed the books away 
and said aloud: "Why can't we all be like Billy Graham, who 
never appears in public - or in private — with a woman not 
his wife, unless accompanied by a third party ?" 


Lome was not Billy Graham. But he was not like some other 
men either, who would sleep with a woman, get her pregnant, and 
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then forget about her. 


Rick was not really proud of himself for having left Karen. 

Still, he felt that his very nature demanded that he live and 
sleep with a man. He had heard about organizations which could 
help gays to change their sexual orientation just as AA can help 
an alcoholic to change; but he had never had any desire to try. 
He was entirely satisfied and well-satiated with the emotional 
and sexual gratification he received from his friend. 

If one gave oneself with abandon to one's gay lover, the 
sensations were such that no woman could compete with that, he 
thought. True, this had to be psychological rather than 
physical, since after all a woman's mouth and hands could be as 
skillful as a man's; in darkness, could one really tell the 
difference ? 

He had heard an ex-gay give a talk once. He had tried to 
persuade folk like Rick to give up their lifestyle and become 
happy heterosexuals. He claimed that sex with his wife was much 
better than any sex he ever had with a man. Well, to each his 
own, Rick thoxight. But he would muse on what the ex-gay had 
said, again and again. 

Rick attended his first regional monthly meeting of United 
Church clergy in his new location. They had these meetings in 
addition to the general ones of the ecumenical Ministerial 
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Association. 

Of course, they discussed "the issue" once again. Some 
said they were getting sick and tired of it; others expressed 
their opinion to the effect that this issue would never go away, 
and sooner or later the General Council decision would have to 
be reversed. To this notion, Rick replied that gays and 
lesbians were here to stay; they were in the pulpit, they were 
in the pew and it was just and proper; it was something to 
rejoice about, to be accepted by one's Church, and not opposed. 

"We as a Church," he finally declared, "cannot be all 
things to all people." 

One of the ministers present thought about that, and a few 
days later decided to resign from the United Church and seek to 
be accredited by the newly-revived Congregational Church. 


Linda Hare, the woman who had been primarily instrumental 
in having Brad Mulligan ousted from his church, left her husband 
in the middle of January and moved in with Dr. Spivak. Every 
time she and he made love, she became like putty in his hands; 
to her, this was too good a thing to miss. Her husband Bill was 
fairly devastated over this unexpected turn of events; but he 
put on a brave face and vowed never to get married again. He was 
not even going to bother with getting a divorce. Maybe he would 
shack up with some woman, some time. In the meantime, he 
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thought, he might as well enjoy the footloose, carefree life of 
a bachelor. 


Tom Richards was still waiting for the court to hear the 
appeal of the Church against the decision in his favour which 
had been handed down by the Supreme Court of Ontario. 

Tom was a man of the highest morals, a just and upright 
minister, scholarly, wise, compassionate and kind: the very 
paradigm and example of what tradition and custom expected that 
a minister should be. 

He, however, was put out of the ministry by his own Church, 
where many of his former colleagues whose behaviour was anything 
but traditional and moral in the accepted sense of the word, 
were not only in the Church, but found themselves in positions 
of power and judgement. 


Lome no longer saw Rose. She was now divorced, and had 
begun to date a neighbour, a widower who spent much time at the 
lake. Sometimes she brought him along to the church services. 

Lome often mused on his past, and wondered whether his 
lifestyle had really been the best. Perhaps he had been too 
liberated ? But then, his former girlfriends had all broken off 
with him, at least, the ones he had taken to bed. It did not 
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seem that difficult to get into women's pants, he thought. 

After all, they seemed just as eager for some fun in bed as I 
was. Are there, he wondered, any virgins still around who 
remain such until their wedding night ? There cannot be that 
many, he thought. 

He phoned the new Secretary of Presbytery, a member of The 
Concerned who, so he could not help noticing, always and 
deliberately kept her distance from him whenever they had 
occasion to be together on Presbytery business. He told her 
that they would have to get busy preparing an agenda for a 
Presbytery meeting for the purpose of inducting a minister into 
a parish. One of the neighbouring churches that had been vacant 
for half a year - the minister having left the Church over the 
gay issue - had finally called a new minister. They agreed to 
meet and work this out, and also complete a few administrative 
matters that must be dealt with. 

At ten p.m. , instead of watching the CBC news as he usually 
did, he phoned Karen. 

She told him that she missed him. He hadn't been to see 
her for over a week. She was also getting very low on funds. 

She felt blue, and she started to cry. Lome told her that he 
would come to see her on his way to the secretary in two days' 
time. He cheered her up, and signed off with "I love you." 


That made her feel better. She drank a glass of hot milk. 
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and went to bed. 

Since Lome had never pleaded guilty to the charge of 
adultery, and since the alleged co-respondent never pointed an 
accusing finger at him, and since there were no eyewitnesses, 
the charge was dismissed by the Presbytery legal committee to 
which the matter had been referred. To The Concerned, this was 
one more proof that the Church was going down the tubes, and 
there was nothing they could do about it. 

Lome decided to look for another parish, far away from the 
Muskoka Lakes. Things were getting too uncomfortable for him. 

He had to go where nobody would know him and Karen. He had 
decided to marry her, just as soon as her divorce came through. 
It was the decent thing to do - and he really did love her. 
When he had asked her to marry him, she wept, and still weeping, 
clung to him, kissing and stroking his face. 

He resigned as Chairman of his Presbytery. When he had his 
last meeting with the Secretary to prepare for a smooth 
transition, they spoke briefly about the trial and its outcome. 
Lome had not mentioned to anyone that he would marry Karen, an 
implicit admission of his involvement with her and of his 
paternity. That could wait until the very end, and then he 
would be gone. Anyway, the law of double jeopardy would have to 
apply to Church courts too, he thought; he could not be tried 
twice on the same charge. 
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Of course, most people believed him guilty, although they 
did not say so. Many did not consider the affair worthy of all 
the time and effort anyway. If he had impregnated her, they 
thought, well, it happens sometimes in the best of families, 
and there is no point in making a big thing out of it and 
talking about guilt. 

The Presbytery secretary, a lay person who was married and 
the mother of two, said that in all her twenty years in 
Presbytery, and her forty years in the Church, as far back as 
she could remember there never was a trial. Of course, she had 
never heard of any heresy trial either, although there had been 
one in the Church years ago. It was kind of interesting, she 
said with a twinkle, to see justice at work. She was glad he 
had been acquitted, she said, glancing at him furtively even as 
she said it. She took a long time putting her papers in order, 
while she wondered whether he would tell her something he had 
not told anyone else. 

"Well, I tell you this," he said. "If I had slept with you 
and it could have been proven, I would have been charged, 
convicted and punished for sleeping with a married woman. If I 
were gay, and I slept with your husband, and it became known, 
nothing would have happened. My gay orientation would have been 
accepted as vindication of my sexual conduct - with your 
husband ! " 


The secretary thought for a moment, and then simply said. 
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"I guess that's right." 

"Of course it's right," he now bellowed with a raised 
voice. "Damn it all ! If you do what is, after all, a natural 
act, but with the wrong person, you catch hell. If you do 
something unnatural with the wrong person, it's okay. What a 
crazy, screwed-up bunch !" 

They dropped the subject, finished their work and took 
leave of each other with a handshake . 

As he drove home, he thought that there is still a double 
standard at work; not the one usually thought of in matters of 
sex, but a different one. How was it that nobody thought of 
laying a charge against Karen ? Presbytery could not, as she 
was not a member of the clergy; but her own church board could 
have done. After all, it was she who started this whole thing. 
She seduced him, not he her. He smiled and said to himself: 

"I'll forgive her for that." 
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CHAPTER XII 


LAKE TEMAGAMI 


The seasons have a way of coming and going. The winters 
are long in Canada, but sooner or later, spring always comes. 
The first crocuses break through the earth's crust, groping for 
the light, and before too long, the cold blasts of winter are 
replaced by the mild breezes of spring, with its lengthening 
days. 


Winter has charms, of course, and Canadians know how to 
make the best of it. From the Inuit in the Arctic to the skiers 
in their chalet bedrooms, they cuddle and snuggle, defending 
themselves against winter's icy reach. 

Springtime in 1989 was late in arriving, and Easter was 
early. In many churches the usual Easter crowds were sharply 
reduced. 

The Concerned had another national rally, not quite as well 
attended as previous ones. They were gradually getting ready 
for the next General Council, which would meet in August, 1990. 
There were to be no more national rallies of The Concerned; the 
regions were encouraged to have their own. 


Many ministers had had to let some of their regular parish 
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work and other important matters go during the previous year on 
account of the raging controversy. Some congregations did not 
appreciate that. 

The Church lawyers were still taking their time with the 
Richards appeal. There was no sign of its getting into the 
courts yet. The United Church, which always prated about being 
so concerned about justice, did not appear anxious to have this 
matter settled. The top officers knew that justice delayed is 
justice denied, but they did not encourage their attorneys to 
speed matters on their way. They had lost the case; but instead 
of "eating crow", reinstating Tom, settling with him financially 
and apologizing for the wrong done to him (after all, they had 
apologized to the Natives and the homosexuals for wrongs 
committed against them in the past), they doggedly launched an 
appeal, and would probably launch another, if they lost this 
one . 


Tom's wife had become a Roman Catholic. She was extremely 
bitter, and if one can hate an organization, she hated the 
United Church. Tom, of course, realized by then that under the 
circumstances, he probably would not want to return to the 
ministry of the Church that was accepting homosexuals. But 
since it was a matter of principle, he did want to be reinstated 
what he would do after that, remained to be seen. There were 
still many conservative members and congregations who needed 


ministers. 
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In May, the Rev. Grace Branning and Dr. Richard Benton were 
finally married. Richard would serve out his remaining months 
of internship in an Oshawa hospital. After returning from their 
honeymoon in Jamaica, Grace was faced with some unfinished 
business. Her congregation was bent on setting down a policy 
for the future. The majority did not want to have anything to 
do with gay or lesbian ministers. They meant to have this 
passed as a motion and enshrined on the books for future 
reference. Grace was stalling, and she meant to stall for as 
long as possible. 


All attempts on the part of The Concerned to get anywhere 
with the General Council or its Executive had proved futile. 

They had called for a referendum; attempted to have the General 
Council delegates have another (ballot-by-mail) vote; and 
contended that the New Statement, "the miracle of Victoria", 
should be remitted to the Presbyteries for a vote, as it was a 
change in the basic Church Constitution. All had been rejected. 
The gay lobby exerted considerable pressure on the highest level 
of Church government not to cave in. The only concession they 
made was to urge all congregations to submit, through the proper 
channels, more petitions and expressions of opinion, to be 
forwarded to the next General Council. 

The Conferences, at their annual meetings in May, dealt 
with the issue again, and all but two supported the General 
Council position in varying degrees. This came as a profoundly 
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disturbing development to many Church members. If most of the 
Conferences were now supporting homosexual practice among the 
clergy, they asked, what was the point in waiting around to see 
whether the next General Council would reverse matters? The 
Conference ordains and settles ministers, not the General 
Council. If the Conferences took that stance, then from the 
point of view of The Concerned, who had hoped to reform, renew 
and revitalize the Church, all was already lost. This seemed to 
be a reasonable assumption. 

The week before his Conference met, David Grant made a 
visit to one of his parishioners, Mrs. Maybel Welch. She had 
been hospitalized for some time, and now she was recuperating at 
home. Her niece Lois had stopped in on her way from Oshawa to 
North Bay, where she planned to visit her son and his family. 

After the usual amenities, the conversation turned to the 
topic which was perennial wherever United Church folk met. 

Mrs. Welch: "It is time for the Conference to meet again. 
Last year they were sort of wishy-washy on the homosexual thing, 
neither outright approving it nor outright condemning it. Of 
course. General Council did the approving for them. Isn't it 
strange how a Church can approve something that is contrary to 
the Bible, that gives people AIDS, that is just no good, 
especially for church people. How is it possible to ordain 
homosexuals ? Can you believe it's happening ?" 
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Lois: "You're telling me ? We have one in my church, and 

we don't know how to get rid of her. Her name is Ruth Keenan, 
if you ever have her come here and apply for a job - not that 
you want to get rid of the Reverend here, I'm sure - but if 
she ever should come, you know." 

David: "Well, it would be a long shot for her to show up 

here, even if I did leave." 

Lois: "I know, but others may come, gays, lesbians, and 

pastoral relations committees are reluctant to ask them about 
their sex life. I know of a church where they got a homosexual 
minister unbeknownst to them, and then when they found out, the 
church just about split right down the middle. He had to go, in 
the end." 

Mrs. Welch: "It must be difficult to know what to do in a 
case like that." 

David: "Don't you know how to go about getting rid of a 

minister ? It's easy. You call a congregational meeting, and 
put it to a vote. Presbytery will almost always honour your 
wishes as a congregation. We are really a congregational 
church, you know, as has been said so many times." 

Lois: "Yes, but it splits the church. You wouldn't 

believe it, there are quite a few who like her. She is good 
with kids, and runs the choir." 



344 


Mrs. Welch: "I know what you mean. I know a woman in her 
eighties who belongs to a church not too far from here, where 
they have a gay minister. It's no secret, his name is Rick 
something-or-other , and she just loves the guy. She wants him 
to become Chairman of Presbytery. Can you believe this ?" 

David: "I can. I don't think the older ladies really know 

what it's all about." 

Lois: "You're kidding !" 

David: "No. I talked to one the other day who didn't have 
a clue what homosexual practice is all about. I wasn't about to 
enlighten her." 

Mrs. Welch: "Isn't it all just too bad though ! Can't we 
do anything about it ?" 

David: "Well, I am going to Conference next week, and I 

shall introduce a couple of motions regarding the issue, and 
force their hand." 

They continued talking for another twenty minutes, when 
David took his leave. 

The following week during the meeting of Conference, David 
introduced two motions; they were seconded, debated and voted 
on, by secret ballot. The first motion: 
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"That whereas there is a need to express to our 
constituency and our society what we believe: Therefore, this 
Conference, recognizing human frailty and shortcomings, 
nevertheless affirms that our standards for Christian sexual 
practice are faithfulness within marriage, and abstinence 
outside of marriage." 

This motion carried. Quite a few voted against it, 
including Lome. He was not about to be a hypocrite. The 
second motion: 

"That whereas Jesus Christ both called us to obedience and 
also offered forgiveness: Therefore this Conference resolves 

that homosexual practice as a lifestyle is inconsistent with 
Christian obedience, and our policy shall be not to ordain, or 
call, or transfer, or settle self-declared practicing gays and 
lesbians. " 

This motion was defeated. Lome and quite a few others 
voted for it, but they fell short of the required fifty percent 
plus one. 

When the result was announced, there was a stunned silence. 
The pro-gays inwardly rejoiced. The traditionalists puzzled how 
it could be that a Conference which voted in favour of 
conventional Christian ethics in the first instance, could vote 
in favour of homosexual practice in the second. 
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What had happened was that the homosexuals and their 
friends voted for the first motion, with the tacit understanding 
that homosexuals could also be in a kind of marriage 
relationship, and therefore it was all right to vote yes. 

Somehow the media did not pick up on this rather crucial 
vote, and it did not widely become public knowledge. However, 
some of the clergy who were present, or who heard about it, or 
read it later in the Church paper, began to get serious doubts 
about their future in the United Church. Several decided to 
resign. 

David too began to get doubts about his future in the 
Church. He noticed that the nominating committee had chosen 
five members to be on a task force in charge of promoting a 
Christian life style in the family; he knew that four of them 
were very sympathetic to the gay cause. Here was another 
example of how committees are loaded, he thought. This is why 
there is such a deep division between the folk in the pew and 
the policies put forward by the higher-ups. He drove back home, 
disenchanted and angry, to tell Helen his tales of woe. 

Slowly the scales began to tip in favour of the gay lobby. 
What had started as a grassroots movement against the attempt of 
the gay lobby to impose its views on the Church, had now begun 
to fizzle. The clergy, which makes up half of the voting 
delegates to Conference, were, in many Presbyteries and 
Conferences, solidly on the side of the gays and lesbians. The 
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opinions of the rank and file did not count - they were 
overruled. More than once, the gay supporters wrote or verbally 
communicated their belief that THE MOB (as they called the folk 
in the pew) cannot be trusted, and that the Holy Spirit has been 
working all along through the higher courts of the Church. 

Members were still leaving the Church, or just not 
attending any longer. Some stayed, regardless. They did not 
want to lose their friends, and their buildings. 

Occasionally ugly scenes took place, though these were in 
the nature of exceptions. A few clergymen and clergywomen who 
were discovered to be practicing gays or lesbians were asked to 
leave their churches. Some left of their own accord, as their 
positions became untenable. Others were tolerated. 

Grace Branning - Benton knew that many of her parishoners 
were against gay ordination as much as she was for it. For a 
long time, she tried to ignore and avoid the issue, not making 
any statement as to where she stood. This was resented by both 
sides, the minority - pro-gay, and the majority - anti-gay. 

At a Board meeting, when the elders finally demanded that 
she go on record as to where she stood, she finally came out in 
favour of General Council and the homosexuals. This caused an 
uproar . 


One elder begand to swear, using language unbecoming an 
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officer of the Church of Jesus Christ, which caused another 
elder to reprimand him and request that he leave until he cooled 
down. This only made him the more angry, and he was on the 
verge of becoming violent. He shook his fist at his critic, and 
at Grace. The chairman adjourned the meeting, for that evening. 
When the Board met again two weeks later, the chairman brought 
along a neighbouring clergyman and asked him to chair the 
meeting, as he felt unable to handle the situation. 

By that time, it had become clear that Grace could no 
longer serve the congregation in any effective way. Since her 
revelation, more people stayed away from the services than came, 
and she had been asked to leave by several elders and members. 
Her spectacular but brief career as the young minister of a big 
city church had come to an abrupt end, thanks to the gay 
ordination issue. 

She asked the Presbytery to leave her without a parish, 
effective June thirtieth. She found a position as a chaplain in 
the same hospital where her husband was accredited; and there 
she stayed . 

There were, then, casualties on both sides. A good many of 
the older clergy took early retirement, to get out of an 
impossible situation. 

Bruce Manning decided that he could no longer be a minister 
in a Church which sanctions homosexuality. He left for a 
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teaching position at a university. 

Brad Mulligan, who had gone to a church on the east coast 
after his ouster from Whitby, decided to become a Presbyterian 
minister . 

Many clergymen joined the newly-revived Congregational 
Church, which had become a kind of safety net for ex-United 
Church members and ministers. Others - and they made up the 
majority - hung in there, either gloating over their victory, 
or else being determined to keep on fighting, or else ignoring 
the issue, pretending it did not exist. 

Meanwhile, Tom Richards was still in the ecclesiastical 
wilderness, earning a living as a school-bus driver and 
part-time carpenter. The Church had decided to appeal the 
verdict which had gone in favour of Tom, and the Church 
attorneys were still dragging their feet. It was plain that the 
appeal might not come up for a long, long time. 

The Concerned were planning a big theological conference in 
the spring of 1990, to get ready for the General Council in 
August. There would be big-gun guest speakers, seminars, 
symposiums, workshops: a kind of mini-Kirchentag . Karl Barth's 
son was invited to speak, and accepted, only to renege after 
receiving a few letters from certain theological leaders in the 
United Church. A famous professor from Britain was secured to 
fill his place. Registrations for this event began to fill up, 
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a year in advance. 

In some parts of the country the United Church was trying 
to raise money to finance the restoration and repairing of 
educational centres, colleges and other institutions. 
Professional fund raisers informed the Church that the time was 
not propitious for grandiose money-raising plans, because many 
members and adherents were still smarting over the homosexual 
issue. 

While many members settled down into an accomodation with 
the hierarchy, some simply ignoring their policies, others going 
along with them half or whole-heartedly, others simply walked 
away, or, if still attending, had cut their givings drastically. 

One roving Church ambassador who was sent around to drum up 

givings for the Maintenance and Mission Fund usually found 

himself addressing a mere handful of people in church basements, 
<* 

most^whom were there to give him a hard time. 

When John Graham read about Markus Barth's decision not to 
come to the aid of the beleaguered Concerned, he decided to 
write him a personal letter. He figured he was in a good 
position to do so, having been one of his father's students. 

John had read all of Karl Barth's many books. In the letter, he 
quoted from them, pointing out how the father opposed 
homosexuality, calling it a disease, and how the son should walk 
in his father's footsteps. Would he come over, and help the 
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Canadian Church the way Paul went to help the Macedonians ! 

John took a quick walk to the town postoffice, and sent the 
letter off at once, care of the University of Basel , Switzerland . 

As he walked home with Brandy at his side through the 
pleasant streets of Deep Lake, John remembered how Karl Barth 
had been so concerned about the spread of the "disease" of 
homosexuality that he urged men and women to cultivate mixed 
company in both public and private social gatherings. 

Individual friendship and companionship with persons of the 
opposite sex were also highly recommended by him. Karl Barth 
had given this fatherly advice with the intent to disabuse males 
and females from becoming too interested in and preoccupied with 
their own sex, a condition which he felt could lead to 
homosexuality . 

"Pretty good advice, eh. Brandy," John said, and the collie 
paid attention, hearing her name. 

A month later, when one Monday morning he and Brandy picked 
up the mail, there was an envelope with Swiss stamps. The return 
address said "Markus Barth". He had almost forgotten about 
writing to Barth, and had not really expected a reply. He 
nervously opened the envelope while walking home, while Brandy 
pranced, probably wondering if this was some new kind of game. 
Inside was a personal letter to him, apparently typed by the 
great one himself, with some write-in corrections. He had been 
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convalescing, after a coronary, in a Swiss Alpine hotel, and was 
now taking care of his correspondence there. Yes, he had 
received several letters imploring him to come. However, he was 
still quite sick and weak. 

He wrote that he could not possibly assess the situation in 
Canada from so far away. One portion of the letter struck John 
as strange: 

"I have read and studied the Canadian United Church Paper 
and its US precedent. I have read the counterblasts written by 
the opponents. With the Reformers, I am convinced that Synods, 
as also church majorities or hierarchic leaders, can err, but 
that even obvious or scandalous doctrinal or moral error is not 
a reason to quit, that church. But the counter-arguments have 
often pleased me even less than some of the arguments proffered 
in favour of admitting homosexual persons to church membership 
and ministry. Therefore, on the basis of my present knowledge 
and insight, I eon by no means capable of coming over and helping 
you. " 


Yes, this was strange, because the statements put. out by 
The Concerned could have been written by Karl Barth himself 
decades ago, when he took on the "German Christians". 

He mused, as he slowly went into the manse and headed for 
his study, that after all, there would be no Protestants, and no 
Markus Barth as a Protestant professor, had nobody ever left a 
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church over impossible pronouncements and stances taken. John 
Calvin left, and Markus Barth stands in his tradition. 

He had reached his desk, cluttered with papers, books, 
magazines, typewriter and knick-knacks. He put the letter down 
on top of a copy of Saturday Night and stood there, scratching 
his chin. Then he raised his eyes to look at the rows upon rows 
of books opposite, where he had placed a statue of Martin Luther 
on the top shelf. It was a gift from a grateful parishioner, 
whose immigrant father had brought it to Canada years before. 

He asked himself what Martin Luther would have done. 

He slowly took the few steps to the shelf where the Luther 
statue had stood undisturbed for years, took it down, and wound 
up the spring which would activate the music box inside, and 
play the battle hymn of the Reformation. He put the key back 
into a small ornamental jar next to the statue. 

The cylinder began slowly to rotate, giving forth the 
silver tune which Martin Luther had composed nearly five 
centuries before. 

"A mighty fortress is our God..." 

John stood in front of the bookshelves, intently listening 
to the notes coming from the statue, which he had put back in 
its accustomed place. 
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He remembered most of the original words, and they ran 
through his mind: 

''Der alt boese Feind, mit Ernst ers jetzt meint. 

Gross Macht und viel List sein grausam Ruestung ist ; 

Auf Erd' ist nicht seins gleichen. . . " 

(The ancient, evil enemy, he is in earnest now. 

Great might and great deception are his cruel weaponry; 

On all the earth there is nothing like him. ) 

The cylinder kept turning, somewhat more slowly as the 
spring unwound, repeating the tune over and over. 

"Das Wort sie sollen lassen stahn..." 

(The Word, they shall let it stand...) 

Luther was a fighter, and he could be rough. Yes, he would 
have stirred the people up, and they would have followed him, 
were he here today. No half measures ! 

Slowly and more slowly, haltingly, the music played. 

"Das Reich muss uns doch bleiben." 

(The Kingdom shall be ours, in spite of all.) 

It stopped. 


No, thought John. Martin Luther would not have taken the 
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cautious approach of the one who wrote that letter. He would 
not have pussyfooted around the way Bob Frost and The Concerned 
have partly done. He would have taken those who stand by the 
Word of God out of the old Church, if need be, and as for the 
opposition, there wouldn't have been a dry eye among them. 

But then, he told himself, Luther was one of a kind, or 
almost so. There were no more Luthers around. There was too 
much compliance, too much playing along with the hierarchy, on 
the part of too many clergy and even by some of the folk. It 
was exactly what the brass in the Church had hoped for, and had 
in fact predicted. 

Many Church members who were opposed to the Victoria 
decision nevertheless declined to become involved with The 
Concerned, thinking that they could fight the hierarchy 
individually, in their own way. This was worse than useless, 
thought John; for if we do not hang together, we shall all hang 
separately, as a famous and successful revolutionary once said. 

John decided right then and there that perhaps not only the 
battle, but also the war was lost. He sighed deeply and rubbed 
both hands over his face and through his hair, rumpling it. 

Then he sat down carefully in his swivel chair. He suddenly 
felt a hundred years old. The Church is gone. Lost. The 
pirates have hijacked it, he thought. It is no longer the 
Church I knew and loved, and it never will be again. He tilted 
the chair back, closed his eyes, and the hot tears ran over his 
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cheekbones and down the sides of his neck. He sat like that for 
about five minutes. The sun was now streaming through the window 
it had been a cloudy morning until now - and it shone on 
the rows of books opposite. 

John opened his eyes and looked at them. There was wisdom 
in those volumes. Every time he walked into this room, he had 
access to the finest minds. He owned about five thousand books, 
many of them in the rec room downstairs; the books in this room 
were his working tools, his familiar friends, and still he added 
to them. He had absorbed much of secular science as well as 
sacred theology over the years; he knew much, but he would never 
know enough. Yet he had much to offer his parishioners still. 

He did not want to lose them; he did not want to be put out to 
pasture . 

This afternoon he would conduct the funeral of one of the 
"pillars" of the congregation. He had not yet prepared for 
that. But he could not concentrate. It would have to wait 
until he found his composure. 

He could hear the hum of the vacuum cleaner as JoAnn, doing 
her Monday chores, methodically made her way through the manse, 
cleaning the rugs. 

What was he supposed to do ? 

A feeling of desperation enveloped him. He sank deep into 
an abyss of gloom and hopelessness. 
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The Kingdom shall be ours nevertheless ? he asked himself, 
and replied. Yes, in the end; yes, when God gives it to us; but 
not here and now, not in this denomination. 

And what had happened to Luther's effort ? 

His opponents, later on, had launched the "Counter 
Reformation" , and reclaimed large segments of the Church which 
had followed Luther. Something like this was happening in the 
United Church. The Concerned had begun well, but their opponents 
had launched concentrated and effective counterattacks. The 
ranks of the Concerned within the congregations had begun to 
waver, to crumble. 

John recalled what the Conferences had done in May 
almost all endorsing the Victoria decision to consider ordaining 
gays and lesbians. 

"Yes," he softly said to himself. "The war is lost.” 


Grace and Richard Benton were relaxing in the rec room of 
their house. They had both had a demanding day; now it was time 
to unwind. They listened to a couple of records of their kind 
of music. They drank iced tea. It was a warm, humid evening, 
and the air conditioner did not work. 


Richard told her about an AIDS patient he had at the 
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hospital. "I am beginning to wonder what is going on. We know 
that seventy to eighty percent of AIDS cases are homosexuals. 

It is as if Mother Nature wants to tell us something: 'if you 
have to be promiscuous, or screw around outside marriage, don't 
do it with your own sex, if you are a male.' It is so totally 
frightening to see a young guy like that, twenty-two years old, 
wasting away." 

"You can get AIDS from transfusions, from needles, and also 
from a heterosexual partner," countered Grace. 

"Yes. But the largest percentage of people with AIDS are 
homosexuals. I know that some f ire-and-brimstone preachers call 
it God's judgement. I don't subscribe to that; but just the 
same, there is something there that works against you if you are 
a homosexual. It just happens; it is like saying, if you pick 
up one end of the stick, you pick up the other. And condoms are 
not always foolproof, either." 

"Pretty much so, though." 

"Yes, but why take a chance ?" 

"Some like to live dangerously." 


"Oh, there's danger enough in casual sex to please all 
those who enjoy danger of that sort. Hell, there are all kinds 
of STDs, all kinds. I suppose the only sure way to avoid them 
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is for two virgins to marry and stay faithful to each other." 

"I suppose. How come we don't have a premarital blood test 
here in Ontario ?" 

"I don't know. We should. Anyway, I was going to say that 
this chap I saw this morning is dying of pneumocystic pneumonia. 
Nothing can save him. And he told me, get this, that he had 
been supported in his life style by his United Church minister, 
who told him that his sexuality and orientation were good gifts 
of God. He told me that he was recruited at an early age, and 
that he and his friends had been actively recruiting. God knows 
how many more have got it, and don't know it yet. I don't 
think, Grace, that we are doing the right thing defending this 
life style. I can't defend it any more." 

"I don't deny that there are problems; but we know that in 
the entire animal kingdom homosexual behaviour occurs." 

"But it only occurs under certain circumstances, for 
example, where a male has no female to copulate with; so this 
analogy applies only to humans in special circumstances, such as 
being in prison. Can't you see that, Grace ? That's not the 
problem here. What I am talking about is a matter of life and 
death - young men like the patient I told you about. He was 
"initiated" by homosexuals, and adopted their lifestyle for a 
lark; his minister told him that this was fine, and now he's 
dying. He can't breathe, Grace. It's a terrible thing to see." 
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"I still think that they can't help being who they are, and 
they need our support and love . " 

"Damn it all, Grace, you are going to support and love them 
into an early grave. You haven't listened to one thing I've 
said. " 


"I'm sorry you're upset, Richard. I don't care to discuss 
this any more." 

"Will you go and see him tomorrow, if he's still alive ? 
He's in 215. But don't tell him you are United Church. He's 
really bitter. He could maybe use some support and love, now 
that it's all up with him." 

"I'll make a note of it," Grace said. 


Tom Richards was still waiting for his second court 
hearing. His lawyer told him that the Church was in no hurry to 
pursue its appeal, which it was sure to lose. The Church 
lawyers, he said, would try again to prove that a minister is 
not an employee, although the Church Rule Book, the financial 
records, the Pensions Department, and previous income-tax cases 
have all said that a minister is an employee. It seemed to Tom 
that the Church lawyers and whoever at Church House gave them 
their orders, had decided that Tom Richards must not win; Tom 
Richards must not be reinstated as a minister of the Church; Tom 
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Richards must never be compensated for his loss of time and his, 
and his wife's anguish. 

David Grant had not been directly involved in Tom's case, 
but he, like so many others, had heard about and followed it. 

He had always figured that Tom had gotten a raw deal, and he 
sent a contribution to his defense fund, even though he belonged 
to a more liberal school of theological thought than did Tom. 


David took his long weekends during the week, when and if 
the time off could be fitted in, since of course he had to work 
on Saturday and Sunday. During the first week of July he, Helen 
and the children were at the cottage on Lake Temagami . He had 
inherited the small island and the cottage on it from his 
parents, who had died in a car accident five years before. The 
Grants loved to spend time in this lovely setting, and it was a 
nice change from the Muskoka Lakes. 

The weather was fine; the Grants had arrived in Temagami 
early the day before, and launching their boat at the public 
ramp, had arrived at their island in high spirits. And as they 
liked to do on their island, they swam, sunned and worked in the 
nude whenever that was possible and practical. 


David had always mulled over the most profound and most 
difficult problems and puzzles while fishing alone. His father, 
who had also been a minister, had told him that fishing was the 
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perfect way to relax. One could be both soothed and energized 
by the serenity and beauty of nature: the lake, the forest, the 
sun, the moon at night, and the canopy of heaven with its 
myriads of stars. The mind could go to work and solve problems. 

It was now midafternoon of their second day. David took 
his fishing rod, baited the hook, went to the side of the dock, 
and gently let out the line into the water. He had seen some 
bass slowly moving about in the clear, eight-foot depths there. 
He sat down carefully in a lawn chair that stood handy. He sat 
still; he basked in the sunshine; he fished; and he thought. The 
bass did not bite. Later, in the evening, they would all go out 
in the boat to their favourite pickerel-fishing spot. 

Why was the Church hierarchy doing these injustices to its 
own ministers ? he wondered. What was the matter with the 
Church ? What was the future ? His own congregation had 
suffered heavy losses of members, and the finances were 
precarious, all because of the decision at Victoria. He had 
heard that there were other congregations which seemed to have 
weathered the storm quite well. He was still young. He had a 
minimum of twenty years still to go before he could take even 
early retirement. The future looked bleak. 

Why, he mused, did General Council find it necessary to 
apologize to the homosextial community for past injustices done 
to them ? He had never committed any against them. He had 
hardly ever said a word on the issue before it hit the fan a 
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year ago, he thought. And what is there to apologise for ? Why 
don't we, he asked himself, apologize to the prostitutes for 
sometimes having expressed our displeasure at their behaviour ? 
For hassling them in the courts ? There had been an apology by 
the Church to the Natives. He had never hurt a Native. Had the 
United Church ? The Natives have their own Conference now, he 
reminded himself - a kind of apartheid - but, so be it. But 
why don't they apologize to Tom Richards ? The answer to that 
eluded him. 

He decided to give up on the bass, stood, and reeled in his 
line. Helen approached with a tall, cold drink in her hand - 
for him. They stood there like Adam and Eve before the Fall, 
except that "Adam'' was wearing a beige fishing hat. Just then, 
they became aware of the sound of an outboard motor coming 
closer and closer. They could not see the boat; it was coming 
in at a blind angle. David hastily laid down his rod and, still 
holding the glass of lemonade in his hand, together with Helen 
beat a hasty retreat to the cottage, to get their bathing suits. 
They surmised that company was coming. 

By the time they had put on their suits, the boat was tying 
up to the dock. They stepped outside and saw Lome helping a 
highly pregnant woman clamber from the runabout. They had 
continued to meet with Shirley once a month after Rick had left, 
but they never discussed Lome's problems. Of course, they had 
heard the rumours, and they knew about the charge against Lome. 
David remembered giving Lome the island's map number, and 
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inviting him to drop in, not really expecting that he would. He 
and Helen hurried down to the dock now, and greeted their 
guests. 

"What a nice surprise !" said Helen. 

"Welcome, Lome, welcome, Karen !" said David. 

After handshakes and kisses all around, Lome drew Karen's 
arm through his and said, 

"Madame et Monsieur, may I present my wife." And then the 
handshaking and kissing was all to do over again. 

"And how did you know we were here ?" David asked. 

"Logic," said Lome, tapping his forehead wisely. "I know 
your license number, and I saw your car and trailer parked on 
the shore." 

Lome explained that he was taking his vacation before 
assuming duties at his new parish. They were staying at a 
lakeside hotel; they had Lome's boat, and decided to visit 
David and Helen. And yes, thank you, they would be happy to 
spend the night . 

Karen had still two months or so to go, but she was very 
well and quite mobile, and had enjoyed the trip. The roads were 
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smooth, and so was the lake. 

As the four headed toward the path to the cottage, Tracy 
and Todd came running to show a few early blueberries they had 
found. As Karen and Lome bent to greet the children and admire 
their find, David and Helen smiled at each other over their 
heads. The children had on their bathing suits, and wore life - 
jackets. The main berry patches on the island were on the far 
side facing the main channel, where boats passed frequently. It 
was an ironclad family rule always to wear coverings for the 
body over there, and for the children to wear lifejackets if 
they went off by themselves. 

Lome, David and the children went for a swim; the two 
women went to the shady patio so that Karen could rest for a bit 
out of the sun. The island and the lake were lovely, the day 
was fine, and everyone was happy, even though, as it later 
turned out, the pickerel were not biting either. 

In the evening, after the children had retired, it became 
quite cool, and David made a fire in the living room fireplace. 
They sat around it, enjoying the warmth and watching the leaping 
flames surge up around the logs and gradually turn them to 
embers. They told one another what had befallen them since they 
last met. Lome had found a congregation which had been without 
a minister for almost a year, in the Ottawa region. The 
opposition there to the official stance of the Church was still 


quite strong. 
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"Now that I am a married man," Lome said, chuckling, "I 
don't chase women any more. After all, even Hugh Hefner got 
married. " 

"I'll miss our monthly get-togethers," said David. 

"Shirley retired, you know. She had to; her congregation pulled 
out of the Church. She was getting up in years, anyway. Her 
husband sold the tourist camp, and they moved to Orillia. Rick 
is gone, you are gone." 

"Tell me,” asked Lome, "what does the future really hold?" 

"How should I know ?" David replied. "I do know this, 
though: the Church will never be the same again. As for the 

possibility of getting it more or less back on the right track, 

I am getting very disillusioned about the hopes I once had. Too 
many clergy are on the wrong side of the issue, and too many 
members who are on our side have had no impact because they 
never did join or support The Concerned. Quite a few good 
clergy who were on our side have left, together with their 
people. With all this thinning of the ranks, I sense that the 
other side is putting us now on the defensive. What a switch 
from the way things were last year ! " 

"Us on the defensive ?" Lome shot back. "My ass ! I 
don't believe that. There is still a lot of opposition out 
there to gays. You should hear some of my new parishioners 


talk. " 
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"Sure. But then, there are many who just don't give a damn 
any more. They are tired of fighting. They have had enough of 
it all. " 

"They 'want to get on with the work of the Church, ' said 
Helen . 

"But what is that ?" asked David. 

"How can we do the work of the Church, if we sanction that 
lifestyle ?" queried Helen. 

"You are so quiet, Karen," said David. 

"I am sort of caught in the middle," she answered. I 
sympathize with Rick, but at the same time I sympathize with 
myself. Although, perhaps I can say that good came out of evil. 
Look at what I got to replace Rick ! I am telling you, it was 
not a bad deal. Shall I go into details ?" 

"Please, don't," smiled her husband. 

"The fact is," said Helen, "that the trumpet of the Church 
is giving an uncertain sound on sexual matters. Especially on 
the gay issue. If the Church does not speak out on what's right 
and wrong, good and bad, who does ?" 


"Helen, you see, is a REAL Woman," explained David. "She is 
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a member of the organization, and she really is a real woman ! 
She wouldn't make a good truck driver, or miner, or soldier, but 
she is all woman, I am telling you all !" 

Helen's face turned just a shade darker. "I think that we 
real women should be getting our necessary rest," she said, 
looking at Karen, who nodded. The women left, leaving the men 
beside the dying fire. After a little while, they too went to 
their respective sleeping quarters. 

Karen lay beside her husband, who, after all that fresh 
air, had fallen asleep almost the moment he hit the comfortable 
bed. She looked up at the rafters of the rustic cottage, which 
was roughly built, but comfortable and solid. The developing 
life in her womb stirred, then made a surprising series of 
energetic thumps. She caught her breath. Then it was quiet. 

She heard a loon's distinctive call wafting through the open 
window. Turning her head, she could see outside. She saw 
gently-moving treetops, and the twinkling lights of distant 
suns. She was content, and grateful. Good had come out of 
evil, just as the Bible said it would. With a prayer of 
thanksgiving in her mind and heart, she fell asleep. 

After an early swim by the hardier ones the following 
morning, and breakfast, the friends continued their conversation 
of the night before. They discussed the pros and cons of the 
proposed cutting of the white-pine stands near Temagami, which 
had been so much in the news lately. Lome and David bemoaned 
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the sad state of everything, in the Church, the country, the 
world. 

Lome now spoke more like a small-c conservative; one could 
detect a noticeable shift in his thinking, Helen thought. He 
was no longer a carefree bachelor; he had become, quite 
amazingly, a typical husband expecting his first child. He 
criticized judges for passing out light sentences on wife 
batterers and rapists, and for sometimes making really dumb 
comments that enraged women's groups, and everyone else as well. 
He was concerned about the rising crime rate, and he worried 
about the state of religion in the public schools. 

"On the issue," he said, "the bottom line is: It should 
have never been started, nor dealt with. Why do the gays and 
lesbians have to flaunt their life style ? Why do they have to 
go on the air and on the screen, politicians and clergy alike ? 
Why don't they just do their thing and stop bothering the rest 
of us ? All right, so I had some, as we call it, premarital 
sex." He looked at his wife, and winked at her. "Did I start a 
movement to have the Church officially endorse premarital sex ? 
Did I get the Church to the point where they passed a resolution 
saying that anyone who commits, to use the old-fashioned term, 
fornication, can be considered for ordination ?" 

"That's a good point," responded Helen. I see what you 
mean. They caused irreparable damage to the Church over the 
issue, which is too bad." 
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"Yes," added David, "and the Holy Spirit is the cause of it 
all, according to them." 

The island was about seven acres in size. Parts of it were 
thickly wooded, and it had a good walking path more or less up 
the centre and around the perimeter, with steps hewn in the rock 
where this was necessary. The children accompanied Karen and 
Lome on this "grand tour", pointing out birds' nests, the berry 
patches, and other points of interest. 

After lunch on the patio, Lome and Karen left the cottage, 
with many thanks, to return to their Temagami hotel. Later that 
afternoon, David, Helen and the children closed the cottage and 
left for home. Lake Temagami, with its varicoloured depths and 
hauntingly beautiful vistas, would wait for them until they 
could return. 

Two months later to the day, Lome and Karen became the 
parents of a pair of healthy twins, two girls. 

Karen sent Shirley a card with a picture of the babies. 

When Shirley read it, she breathed a little prayer of thanks for 
Karen's and the babies' safety, and the new parents' happiness. 
Then she showed the picture to her husband with the remark, "I 
see two laws at work here. A, God gives us undeserved 
blessings, which we don't always recognize at first; and B, 
whatever we do brings its own reward or revenge, and sometimes a 


bit of each.” 
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"How so ?" he wanted to know. 


"Lome will die a thousand anxious deaths by the time his 
daughters are safely married," she said dryly. 


John Graham's congregation, like so many others, had been 
in a turmoil for over a year. The controversy had not settled 
down as it had in many other congregations. 

There was a determined group of active and dedicated 
members led by Betty Calford, an elder. Betty felt so strongly 
on the issue that she had been trying all year to get as many 
members as possible to vote for outright secession. As the 
summer drew to a close, she felt that they had the necessary 


numbers to proceed. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

THE LULL 


At the beginning of the year, John Graham had arranged with 
his church Board to take his 1989 vacation in August. Like all 
United Church ministers, he was entitled to one month off with 
salary. He felt a great need for a complete change of scene, 
and JoAnn and he had booked seats on a flight to Basel, 
Switzerland, where John had studied theology for two years. He 
had maintained friendships made there in his student days, and 
they planned to spend three weeks of their month in Switzerland. 

Once there, John found, of course, that everybody was 
getting older. There was not much left of Karl Barth's theology 
in the mainstream churches, and it pained him to learn that this 
was as true in Europe as it was in North America. Liberation 
theology was the big item now. Homosexuality was not an issue 
out in the open anywhere, although John learned that in many 
places it simmered just below the surface, as was the case in 
Holland. Radicals there were, but they were kept in check by 
the more cautious element. 

Most Protestant churches were heavily involved in political 
issues, much to the chagrin of many of their parishoners, who 
felt that this arena was not meant for the Church to fight in. 
Others, especially the clergy, believed that much grief in the 
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past could have been avoided if the Church had been more 
interested in the political process. There had been the 
situation in Nazi Germany, where the Lutheran doctrine of the 
two separate "realms", the religious and the political, had 
effectively paralyzed the Church, rendering it unable to say or 
do anything about the rise of Hitler and his political agenda 
which led to World War II and the Holocaust. 

During the rise of the Nazis Karl Barth was teaching in the 
theological faculty of a German University. His opposition to 
the Nazis so aroused their ire that eventually he was obliged to 
return to his native Switzerland. Barth, of course, being in 
the Calvinist tradition, had taken the stand of opposing the 
Church's becoming politicized - involved in political debate 
and political action. The difference in these two approaches to 
the role of the Church in politics would be an ongoing concern 
and fuel a perpetual debate. The Pope, too, discouraged 
priestly involvement in politics; except, he himself never 
hesitated to interfere in Poland's political landscape. 

John and Jo craved a relaxing holiday after the stresses 
and strains of the past year. They went for glorious long walks 
on Alpine trails, and often took along a picnic lunch in John's 
knapsack. One could always buy something to drink in little 
forest restaurants. They visited museums and historic sites and 
churches. They visited John's friends, who were Jo's friends, 
too. John was fairly fluent in French, and moved with ease 
through the various cantons, speaking French or German as the 
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case required, and found himself not much hampered by his lack 
of Italian. The Grahams marveled at the lack of linguistic 
strife in trilingual Switzerland, as compared with the constant 
bickering over bilingualism in Canada. 

The Rhine rises as two mountain streams in the Glarus and 
Adula Alps. The united Alpine torrent wends its way to Basel, 
where it takes a more placid northward course and flows through 
Germany. Upon its greenish, fabled waters John and Jo embarked, 
aboard a Rhine steamer. They stayed on as far as Bingen, one of 
the most picturesque boat trips anywhere, with ancient castles, 
storybook towns, and terraced vineyards flanking the winding 
river. 

John found pipe tobacco and cigars to be much cheaper in 
Germany than they were in Canada. He bought a good supply, and 
for the next three weeks he smoked up a storm wherever he went. 

In his student days, John had befriended Erika, a young 
woman from Germany, who like himself had come to study theology 
under Karl Barth in Basel. She had become a minister in the 
Protestant Church of the Palatinate. They had stayed in touch 
over the years, writing the occasional letter and sending each 
other Christmas greetings. John had never been to Germany, 
although he had visited Switzerland with Jo once before. 

Erika had been a PFARRERIN (lady reverend) in the village 
(small town) of Meinsheim for over twenty years. Pastorates are 
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long-lasting in Europe. She had married a colleague who served 
two nearby villages. They had raised three children, who were 
parents themselves now. Soon Erika and her husband Fritz would 
retire . 

After thirty-seven years, John appeared with his JoAnn on 
the doorstep of the massive manse where his friend and colleague 
Erika Bauer lived and worked as a clergywoman. He had arranged 
for their three-day visit well beforehand, by telephone, to make 
sure that they would arrive at a time convenient for Erika and 
Fritz to be at home. 

After the greeting, welcome and introductions, they settled 
in for a hearty German noon dinner: garden-vegetable soup, 
liver dumplings with sauerkraut and creamy mashed potatoes, and 
a fruit compote for dessert. Meinsheim's chief industry was the 
growing of grapes on the slopes beyond the village and the 
production of wine, as is the case with so many small towns in 
the southwestern corner of the Federal Republic. With the meal, 
Erika served a 1972 vintage wine, which she had kept in her wine 
cellar for a special occasion. Jo noticed with appreciation 
that a village girl had been engaged for the day to do the 
serving and the tidying-up, so that Erika could spend the time 
with her guests. 

They took their coffee in the little garden-house behind 
the manse, and were soon chattering away as though they had all 
been acquainted for thirty-odd years. Since Jo did not speak 
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German, they conversed in English, the universal language. At 
four o'clock, they had more coffee and demolished Erika's 
homemade apple cake, topped with swirls of real whipped cream. 

At seven, there was KALTE PLATTE for supper - cold cuts, cheese, 
homegrown tomatoes and cucumbers, with fresh bakery buns and 
good rye bread, washed down with a little of the good local 
wine . 


Eventually, the conversation turned to the problems in the 
church in Canada. John brought his hosts up to date on his own 
situation. 

John: "You know, I am almost embarrassed to have to tell 

you all this about the Church in Canada. What is the situation 
here ?" 


Erika: "Of course, this has come up now and then at our 

deanery and Synod meetings, but never in as dramatic and 
militant a way as you described it as happening in Canada. We 
do have homosexual ministers, but they do not make a lot of 
noise about it." 

Fritz: "In the bigger cities some of our clergy live with 

their homosexual partners, but there has never been any demand 
to make this respectable, or to make it official. In fact, in 
any other place except the big cities, it would be impossible 
for a minister to live with his lover in the parsonage. 
Certainly it would be impossible here ! But the people in the 
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big cities are somewhat more tolerant, and also, one can sort of 
get lost in the crowd there." 

Jo: "I suppose the clergy live a kind of fishbowl 

existence here too, the way we do in Canada ?" 

Fritz: "Certainly ! " 

Erika: "If anything ever came up here at our top level 

Synod the way you said it did in Canada, there would be a kind 
of Blitzkrieg launched against the very idea by our lay 
delegates, if nobody else." 

Fritz: "And who knows what the outcome would be ?" 

John: "But it exists and is somehow tolerated ?" 

Erika: "Yes, the Church here is not very conservative; 

never has been. In fact, we pride ourselves on our liberal past 
and traditions. Still, when it comes to an open declaration of 
the acceptability of the homosexual life style, we cannot do it 
just yet. Too many old-fashioned folk are still around, even 
though not many go to church. Frankly, Fritz and I do not see a 
great problem with this. If a minister wants to love one of his 
or her own sex, that's their business." 


Fritz: "The Synod somehow just ignores the issue, if 

rumour has it that a minister is a homosexual , as long as there 
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are no complaints. I understand that our Church is negotiating 
with your Church in Canada for a mutually recognized acceptance 
of ministers. Our leaders must know what went on in Canada. 
Still, they go ahead. You see, that does not bother them !" 

John: "I am surprised to hear you talk so, Erika. You 

must have given up what we learned from Karl Barth, who was so 
much against homosexuality." 

Erika: "We are really concerned with other issues here 

drugs, crime, refugees from the East, reunification of the 
country, and low-flying military airplanes which make us all 
sick. At least, they make us nervous. Just wait until Monday, 
and you will hear them roar over our houses, shaking everything 
like an earthquake and making a racket like you wouldn't 
believe. As for Karl Barth, a lot of water has gone down the 
Rhine 3ince our days in Basel." 

Fritz: "We thought that with "peristroika" , and Gorby 

having visited us just recently, we would be spared this 
outrage, this noise at last. But it continues, day after day." 

Jo: "We have the same problem in Labrador, where the 

Eskimos complain about the planes flying over them and 
disturbing the caribou herds." 

John: "Would either of you remember the GERMAN CHRISTIANS, 

the Hitler Christians ?” 
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Fritz: "I do. I was just a child, but I remember their 

attempts to turn the Church into another Nazi institution. My 
mother went to a church service of theirs once, and took me 
along. Their minister put the pulpit Bible on the floor, and 
preached about the glory of Hitler and the Fatherland. Crazy ! " 

John: "Was this, as Barth said, all based on an 

understanding of religion derived from sources other than the 
Word, what we call Natural Theology ?" 

Fritz: "Precisely. But, as you can tell, we have become 

more liberal. Many ministers are social activists. We get 
involved in political issues." 

John: "This is what we are faced with in Canada. The Word 

is downgraded. Many of us have become social activists at the 
expense of personal religion. Our problem is not Hitler, but 
sexual orientation and what follows from it, and other things 
which I suspect are part of a radical agenda." 

They switched to lighter subjects. At midnight, Erika 
brought out a savoury ZWIEBELKUCHEN , a concoction similar to a 
pizza but smothered in onions, and a light local wine. When 
John and Jo demurred that they were keeping her and Fritz up too 
late, she only smiled and said, "Well, as my mother always used 
to say, 'we'll never come together so young again.'" 


It was a Friday, and nobody had to get up early the next 
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day, so they continued to sit and talk in the comfortable, 
old-fashioned manse living-room until just after two a.m. , and 
retired to sleep soundly. 

John had become a bit uneasy about the liberal opinions of 
his hosts. Erika had certainly changed her mind about some 
things ! 

The next day being Saturday, Erika and Fritz had to spend 
some time completing their preparations for their services on 
Sunday. John and Jo sat in the manse garden; they went for 
walks on their own in the cobbled village streets, and they 
watched a bit of televison in the manse living-room. This 
latter experience they found very restful. The titles of the 
programs - oh, wonder of wonders ! - simply came on and stood 
there long enough to be read - no swirling and gyrating about 
of the letters, nor zooming off into outer space ! When Jo 
helped with the breakfast things, she noticed that the kitchen 
was not much different from a Canadian kitchen. There was a 
modern gas range, an electric refrigerator, a dishwashing 
machine, and a very nice automatic washing machine, as well. 

They all took their Saturday noon meal together in the 
village inn. On Saturday night, everyone went to bed early. 

Next morning, they walked with Erika to the village church 
to the accompaniment of bells ringing. Fritz had already left 
for his services in the neighbouring villages. They left Erika 
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at the vestry door, and went and sat in the sanctuary. The 
church bells continued ringing until exactly the hour of 
worship; when they stopped, Erika quietly walked in; she wore a 
plain black floor-length preaching gown. When she had seated 
herself, the organ began, and played a short prelude, setting a 
mood of reverence and worship. The hymn followed without 
announcement; the people sat while they sang, and stood to pray 
and to hear the Gospel lesson read. There were relatively few 
worshippers present, only about one hundred out of a membership 
of over two thousand. JoAnn noticed an overall look of 
well-scrubbed good health about most of them. The 
congregational singing was not as enthusiastic as they were used 
to in Canada; but the organ-playing was absolutely superb. It 
was a fairly old pipe-organ, but apparently kept in top-notch 
repair. A small children's choir did very well. 

During the sermon, which JoAnn of course did not 
understand, she meditated, prayed, and unobtrusively looked 
about her. She noticed small hooks on the backs of the pews, on 
which ladies hung their purses, and men their hats. "How 
practical !" she thought. "Why don't we have that ?" She also 
thought it nice that after the benediction, Erika sat down in a 
front pew, and everyone kept their seats while the organ played 
a glorious, resounding postlude. When the last note had died 
away, everyone rose and began to leave, greeting one another and 
shaking hands. 


Fritz came around noon in his little Renault, and the four 
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of them went on foot to a small restaurant, half an hour's walk 
away in the forested slopes beyond the vineyards. This was 
John's treat, at his insistence, and it turned out very well. 
The fresh air and exercise did them all good, and the food was 
good and moderately priced. In the evening after a simple cold 
supper, Fritz had to go back to one of his churches for a 
counselling session, and Erika and the Grahams spent a relaxed 
evening at home and went to bed early. 

On Monday morning, Fritz looked after Erika's hospital 
visits as well as his own, and Erika drove the Grahams to 
Speyer, the city on the Rhine where in the year 1529 the word 
"Protestant" was coined. 

In commemoration of the Lutheran princes' protesting imperial 
infringements on their religious freedoms, a cathedral-like 
church had been built, in this century, with contributions from 
the Protestant world. 

Erika found a parking space near this Memorial Church, and 
they walked over. She told them that recently, when the nearby 
Catholic church had been under repairs and therefore not usable 
for services, the Memorial Church had lent them their 
facilities. They smiled at her description of the Catholics 
waiting outside, impatient for the Protestant service to be 
over . 


The three of them slowly walked into the large, high porch 


of the church and stood in silence before the great statue of 
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Martin Luther which stood, Bible in hand, in the centre. It was 
the original of John's miniature copy at home, the one with the 
music box inside. John wondered whether The Concerned could do 
in Canada what Luther had done in Germany for the benefit of the 
world. Would The Concerned manage to reform the Church in 
Canada after all ? 

They walked up and down the aisles, looking at the great 
stained-glass windows depicting biblical and historical scenes. 
They noticed pews donated by congregations in New York City and 
a host of other places. 

Speyer's ancient Romanesque cathedral, dating from 1030, 
was not far away, so they walked there, too. Standing in the 
plaza before it, Erika pointed out the location across the 
street where the German princes had met to protest. In the 
plaza itself was the fountain which, on high festival days, had 
used to run with wine instead of water. The cathedral's 
exterior was a light buff colour. It had just been cleaned as 
part of a general sprucing-up to get ready for the celebration 
of the town's two thousandth anniversary. Inside the cathedral 
all was very tall, very cool and rather bare, but stately in its 
simplicity; there was a wonderful air of reverence there. John 
thought: "This place was already four hundred years old when 

Martin Luther was born." 

Jo seemed to know what he was thinking, for she squeezed 
his hand, and whispered, "I wonder if Martin came here." But 



384 


Erika said she didn't know. 

A tour of the basement, where several emperors are buried, 
testified further to the great age of the place. John felt that 
he had been in touch with history, in touch with the Reformers. 
He was strengthened by the thought . 

On the way home they stopped in another picturesque wine 
village, and had a cold meal of various kinds of wurst, cheese, 
and "black" (rye) bread. Again, the inevitable bottle of local 
vintage wine was on the table. 

Fritz was on hand when they arrived at the manse. He had 
coffee ready, and there was time to have it, and some cake as 
well. Then they all left for the train station, Fritz driving, 
in Erika's Audi. 

They said farewell. Probably they would not see one 
another again in this life - but then again, who could know 
for sure ? As the train smoothly glided off, on time to the 
second, they all waved, the Canadians in the departing train, 
their German friends on the platform. 

As the train gathered speed, John closed the corridor 
window from which they had been waving, and before they entered 
their compartment bent and said quietly to Jo, 


"If it's all the same to you, I think I'd just like to skip 
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dinner tonight. I've been so well fed these past days that I 
don't think I'll be hungry again for a long time." Jo agreed. 

They returned to Deep Lake at the end of August, and 
retrieved an ecstatic Brandy from the Macintosh family who had 
boarded her. As the fall season began, they found that it was 
becoming more and more difficult to carry out an effective 
ministry. The Sunday School, which had lost half its scholars 
the year before, was now even more sparsely attended. The 
church women's group, though they still met, were no longer 
connected in an official way with the congregation; they called 
themselves the Deep Lake Christian Women's Society. 

John was always wondering whether this one or that one 
really wanted still to be served by him, visited when sick, or 
counselled, since he was identified with the United Church, 
which in the minds of many had become "the gay church". 

It was the the first week of September now, a Friday 
evening. In keeping with his usual habit, he had spent the day 
on his sermon for Sunday. It was finished now, and he sat in 
his study after dinner, smoking his pipe and mulling the sermon 
over in his mind. He began to think deep thoughts about the 
Church and his future in it, about the world, about God and the 
universe. His mind soared into distant spaces. Like Faust, he 
had often tried to understand the deep mysteries of life, the 
innermost spring which makes everything tick. Of course, he had 
what was, to him, the Word of God to be his guide; but there 
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were still many facets and angles which needed examining and 
thinking about. While he believed that in the end God would be 
victorious over this wicked world, he took the reality of sin 
and evil here and now extremely seriously. Indeed, he thought, 
the Church has failed; failed her Lord, failed her members, yes, 
failed him, John Graham. How could the Church leaders say and 
do the things they said and did ? 

He felt lonely and cold. He had lost some of his 
likeminded colleagues, who had simply quit. The opposition was 
still out there, vocal, fairly strong. He shifted in his chair, 
and his glance fell on a bust of Mozart which propped up his 
collection of hymnbooks. He loved Mozart's music, so full of 
optimism and joy. "Just what we need now," he thought, and he 
got up and put a Mozart album on the record player which sat on 
a specially wide bookshelf; "Eine Kleine Nacht- Musik" filled 
the air. As he returned to his chair, he noticed again a 
clipping from the Church paper which he had cut out and stuck on 
his corkboard months before. It was a letter to the editor, 
written by a Conference officer. He took it down and re-read 
it: 


"We in the United Church are in danger of waking up one day 
to find that we have lost something precious, perhaps lost 
forever the essential nature of our denomination. There are 
fundamentalists in our midst who are determined to change our 
church. They want to reform and renew it, under the authority 
of the Bible. They want to preserve and recover our moral 
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standards, as they say. They have seized upon the present 
turmoil (which they themselves have largely created) as their 
golden opportunity to embark on their long-yearned-for mission. 
They want to change our church into their own narrow, fearful 
image . 

"What is at stake is freedom, the freedom to think for 
ourselves, to make our own moral decisions, to follow Christ as 
the Spirit gives us light. The Reform people and The Concerned 
would like to replace all that with their one-size-f its-all 
version of Christianity." 

John shook his head sadly. "Such garbage," he thought, 
"coming from a Conference officer ! " 

Here was clearly expressed the old argument of heteronomy 
versus autonomy. Have human beings received some authoritative 
Word of God "straight from above" as Karl Barth used to say, or 
is man the master of his own fate, the captain of his own soul, 
following his own commands ? The Church was split right down 
the middle on this crucial issue, half clinging to the Bible as 
sole inspiration, the other half echoing Goethe's words: "A 
good man, even in his darkest gropings is ever conscious of the 
path which is right." 

He began to wonder, as many of his colleagues were 
wondering, whether the Church could be held together, whether 
these opposing factions could continue to coexist in the same 
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organization. 

The entire ethos, not only of the Church but also of 
society, was changing. There were political storm clouds on the 
horizon, with controversies raging around the Meech Lake 
constitutional accord, the deficit, the language situation in 
Quebec, and free trade with the U.S.A. 

Mozart's music was still playing. John thought that Wagner 
might be more suited to his present mood. He found himself more 
and more in the grip of a kind of GOETTERDAEMMERUNG . He needed 
comfort. Usually he would turn to prayer when he felt like 
this; but God had given him his wife, he reasoned, to be a 
helper and comforter. At a time like this, in addition to God 
and prayer, he needed Jo. He turned off the music and closed 
his eyes; for several minutes he was in prayer. Then he turned 
off the study lights and went toward the living room, where he 
saw a light on. 

Jo was sitting on the couch, reading the new GEOGRAPHIC. 

He marvelled at her, as he often did; there she was, a 
grandmother, fifty-five years old, and as pretty as a bride in 
her negligee of gossamer and lace. With the collie at her feet, 
she was a picture to remember. He bent and kissed her temple, 
then sat beside her. She laid the magazine aside and looked at 
him. His face was pale with fatigue and concern. 


"Just hold my hand and talk to me, Jo," he said. As he 
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spoke, the collie stood, and laid her head on his knee. He laid 
his head on her ruff for a moment, and she kissed the end of his 
nose, then sank down close to him. 

"Mm-hm. I'll hold your hand, and Brandy will lie on your 
foot. You look tired, sad and depressed. Are you ?" 

"I guess so. I have been wondering how all this bad 
business has come upon us - homosexual ministers, crime, 
torture in many countries, racial discrimination, and on and on. 
I suppose one could really fall for Schopenhauer's philosophy." 

"You mean pessimism pure and simple, the universe being 
evil ?" 


"That's it. Karl Barth once wrote that if it were not for 
the Gospel, one would have to go along with Schopenhauer. But 
the Gospel has a heck of a time getting through, and one 
sometimes wonders where the Holy Spirit is. It looks as if the 
devil has taken over; as if a higher, evil intelligence has 
really screwed up the world." 

"Well, Jesus called the devil the prince of this world." 

"Funny. I never hear the feminists refer to the devil as 
" she ' . “ 


"No. Only God is a She now, as far as they are concerned. 
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The devil is still a he ! " 

"That's discrimination," he smiled. Then he continued in a 
serious vein: "Yes, things are all crazy. You cannot make a 
legitimate criticism of a so-called visible - or even 
invisible - minority, without being lambasted for being a 
racist or a bigot. We have almost reached the stage now where, 
if a non-white commits a crime, he cannot be touched by the law, 
as that would be racism. If you say something against another 
religion you are liable to be hauled before a court, and we are 
supposed to have freedom of speech. As for women and men, well, 
they are different, and I am against women and men being 
assigned the same roles, no matter what feminists say." 

"Sometimes it's unavoidable, John. It's one of the things 
wrong in a world where the concepts of 'love' and 
'responsibility' are thought to have nothing to do with each 
other. What's a woman to do, if she has three little kids and 
her husband walks out on them ?" 

"Well, I would say to her, don't go and train to be an army 
tank driver, or something like that," said John bitterly. 

"And the Church ? You are grieving about that again," said 
Jo. "I can tell. I sometimes long, John, I long for the Second 
Coming. That's the only hope I really count on any more. I 
don't think it's quite time yet. But I wish it were tomorrow." 



391 


John knew then that Jo's grief and despair for the Church 
were as great as his own. He gave her hand a little squeeze and 
patted it . 

Their quiet thoughts were interrupted by Brandy, who asked 
to go out. John went toward the back door; Jo followed him, and 
they stood in each other's arms on the back deck for a few 
minutes, looking at the full moon, before going to their 
bedroom. There John undressed his wife, enjoying it perhaps the 
more because her hair, like his, was graying. She pretended to 
be in a great frenzy to undress him, and the ministerial 
trousers flew through the air; then, they both collapsed on the 
rug with laughter, and eventually, as they had over ten thousand 
times during their marriage, they became one flesh there, with 
lingering sweetness. 

"It does give one a different view of things," murmured Jo, 
afterward, as she lazily peered at the hem of the bedspread, 
which was several inches from her nose. And then they both had 
to laugh again, while they still embraced, which was funny too. 

A polite little bark now sounded from the back garden. 

"Oh, dear," said Jo. "Brandy wants in. It's a nice night; 
why don't we just leave her out ?" 

"Rabid cats," said John. And after awhile, when they both 
got up (with just a trace of stiffness) off the floor, he 
shrugged into his robe and went to let in his dog, who all this 
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time had barked only once. She knew her master would come. 

It was just great to have the whole house to themselves, 
John thought. One can make love in different rooms, be as noisy 
as can be, romp and be totally uninhibited. This had been a 
different matter as long as the children still lived at home. 
Their sex life had matured and improved considerably since they 
had been alone. Too bad, he mused: so many couples don't give 
themselves a chance, and get divorced before they can have the 
real fun, and become past masters at the game of love, as he and 
Jo had become. 

Jo would be gone for a week. She was to visit her sister 
in Montreal from Saturday to the next weekend. In the morning 
John took her to the train station, kissed her good-bye, and 
went home to review his sermon. It was strange not having her 
in church on Sunday. They had rarely been apart in all their 
years together. 

The congregation had shrunk to about two- thirds its 
original size. Some of his stalwarts had drifted away to other 
denominations, Presbyterian, Baptist, Pentecostal. Many just 
didn't go to church anymore. Those who remained lacked their 
former enthusiasm, and the entire church life was somewhat 
lacklustre. There simply was no longer the former joy, the 
conviction, the dedication. It was just a matter of time and 
the congregation would collapse altogether, if it did not vote 
to secede first. Several of his Board members had already 
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resigned. The organist had talked about quitting for some time. 
Half of the Sunday School staff had not come back in the fall. 
Could they be blamed ? After all, just as in Elijah's days when 
the Israelites tore down the LORD'S altars and desecrated the 
services, so the Church had been doing the abominable thing. 
These were the thoughts that traversed John's mind as he shook 
hands with his parishioners and then went home to his manse, 
empty except for Brandy, who obviously missed her mistress as 
much as he did. 

As he prepared himself something to eat - "Kraft Dinner", 
and ham on a bun - he asked himself why he should stay in the 
Church. Did it make sense to keep on fighting what appeared to 
be a lost cause, anyway ? Was he just propping up a wrong kind 
of organization masquerading as a church of Christ ? Would he 
become guilty of helping those who do the devil's work and then 
credit the Holy Spirit with it ? Sure, he mused, there have 
always been troubles and fights in the Christian church, but 
never anything quite like this issue. One should not have to 
spend all one's time fighting ecclesio - political battles 
against one's fellow church members and clergy, instead of 
devoting oneself to the Lord's work. Most denominations left a 
certain leeway when it came to differences of opinion, but this 
was more than that. Here, as had been said so many times, a 
line had been stepped over that never should have been crossed. 
Here the ancient landmarks had been irrevocably moved. Here one 
would have to say: No ! Here one would have to search one's 
soul whether to cross the Rubicon, and go to the other shore and 
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stay there . 

It began to rain; giant black clouds darkened the day, 
echoing his own gloomy preoccupations and broodings. The 
rumbling of distant thunder could be heard. He slept for a few 
hours, went to a restaurant for his evening meal, and spent the 
evening catching up on reading his mail. There was always so 
much mail from Headquarters, so called, that one could never 
quite read all of it. He watched the news and retired. He 
hated being the only occupant of the queen-sized bed. He 
dreamed silly, disconnected dreams. 

Monday was his day off, so he slept in until 10:30 a.m. He 
was just fixing a light brunch when the doorbell rang. He was 
glad, as he went to answer it, that he was cleaned up and 
dressed. He did not immediately recognize the slim, tanned 
woman who stood there in a crisp white blouse and skirt and 
barefoot sandals. Then she removed her dark sunglasses and 
kissed him hello. It was Doris, who had stopped in on her way 
to the funeral of an uncle in Ottawa. She had tried to phone on 
Saturday, but received no answer. John explained that he had 
spent most of the afternoon and evening at a wedding and wedding 
reception. 

She was wondering whether she could stay overnight and 
continue next morning to Ottawa. Where, she wondered, was 


JoAnn ? John told her. 
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"Do you still want me to stay over ?" 

"Of course, why not ?” 

"Well ! " 

"Well, well what ?" 

"If you think it's okay - 

"Of course ! " 

He shared his lunch with her, and then they spent, part of 
the afternoon in the manse garden. They sat on long lawn chairs 
beside Jo's "Queen Elizabeth" roses, which grew at the edge of 
the patio amid a carpet of creeping thyme. Against the garden 
wall, clumps of tall gladioli, chrysanthemums and medium dahlias 
bloomed, with fragrant petunias and lobelia around their feet. 
Doris noticed a large clump of Michaelmas daisies only just in 
bud; she remembered that Jo prided herself on having always 
something in bloom in her garden, from early spring until the 
snows fell. The air was laden with floral fragrance, and a 
graceful weeping birch offered shade to those who wanted it. 

Next to the garage at the far end of the garden, screened and 
partly shaded by tall shrubs, was the dog run. 

"Do you still have the gorgeous collie ?" Doris wanted to 
know. "I don't see her around." 
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"Oh, Brandy's here. She's nine now, but she's fine. She 
likes to stay in the basement pretty much during the hot part of 
the day. I walk her early in the mornings." 

Jo had made up a pitcher each of cold tea mixture and 
lemonade before she left, and other cold drinks were also in the 
refrigerator, ready to be sipped during the afternoon. 

"My uncle," said Doris, "the one who died, was in his 
eighties. He was my favourite uncle. I was really close to him. 
He had been a widower for some ten years. I guess his time had 
come; but I shall miss him. We used to see him once or twice a 
year. You know. Gene is always ready to make a quick trip to 
the capital anyway, especially in the spring when the tulips are 
out ! That is, unless he has a case in court, as he has now. 

"So anyway, once again my thoughts are drawn to that 
inscrutable mystery of human survival after death. I don't know 
what to make of it." 

"Do you have intellectual difficulties, or do you just not 
care to think about it too much ? Knowing you, that is probably 
not the case. Goethe's Faust put it both ways: 'The Beyond is 
bolted shut to us' and, 'I really don't care about the 
Beyond . ' " 

"Oh, I care. But, yes, I have intellectual difficulties. 
All our alleged mental faculties are so definitely tied to the 
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brain, are they not ?" 

"Yes, and so, where is the soul ?" 

"Right ! " 

"That's a big subject, but it is not as cut-and-dried as 
some people think it is. Not only did William James make a 
clear plausible distinction between body and mind, giving due 
space and existence to both, but the late Wilder Penfield, the 
famous neurosurgeon, definitely argued that there is some 
immortal principle about us which is independent of the brain." 

"My, it is getting hot. I like the sun, but I am getting 
thirsty. How about a cold drink ?" 

"Of course; excuse me. What shall it be, iced tea, 
lemonade, Pepsi or beer ?" 

"Beer, please." 

"Two beers, one for you, one for me, coming up." 

He went into the house and came back with two glasses and 
bottles and proceeded to pour the amber brew. 


"Cheers," he lifted his glass. 



398 


"To your health," Doris said. 

"Did you know that Luther loved beer ? Once, when his 
friend Melanchthon became despondent because of the slow 
progress their work was making, Luther said that he, himself was 
not worried. He could sit at home and drink Thorgau beer, while 
the Word of God was doing what the Lord had sent it to do. He, 
Martin Luther, did not have to worry his head about that." 

"I don't know much about Luther." 

"Few do. I am a student of Luther's writings. He authored 
some interesting sayings, such as: "He who does not love wine, 
wife and song stays a fool his whole life long. ' 

"Hm." 

"He also wrote: 'If the wife is not willing, go to the 
maid. ' And he once gave a prince permission to become a 
bigamist . " 

"That's incredible !" 

"That's what the man said. I guess the Lutherans today 
would rather forget about some of his gems." John emptied his 
glass and poured more for both of them. Doris took a long sip 


and said. 
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"John, as I told you, we have become more active in the 
Church. We attend just about every Sunday now. I can't say 
that we get the most enlightening, most polished sermons. 

Still, the man tries, and I do learn things I didn't know 
before, now and then. I find that there is not enough 
information given from the pulpits on questions which are being 
debated by quite a few people these days. For instance, this 
New Age stuff. Do you believe in reincarnation ? Is Christ 
unique, or is He just one of several avatars ?" 

"Taking your last question first, I do believe that Christ 
is indeed unique. I believe that He is the way, the truth and 
the life, that one must come to God through Him, and Him alone. 
He is God, in the flesh; He came to us incarnate to show us what 
God is like. He Himself is the only mediator. I am quite 
orthodox on that . 

"As for reincarnation, yes, I believe in that. You see, 
some folk don't see in Christ what they should see, during one 
lifetime; they do not live according to the law of God. They'll 
get another chance." 

"And then another ?" 

"And then another ! " 


"And so on ?" 
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"Yes, until they finally see the truth; then they will come 
to the end of their journey, into Paradise, and they shall go 
out of there no more, as it says in Revelation somewhere." 

"You don't hear anything about that in church." 

"Most of my colleagues do not even believe in immortality." 

"They don"t ?" 

"No." 

"What do they say at a funeral ?" 

"Platitudes. " 

"Damn it, why do they go into the ministry ?" 

"I don't know." 

"It is really uncomfortably hot now, for this time of 
year. " 


They went inside, and into the relatively cool basement rec 
room. Brandy greeted them. With her heavy coat, she was much 
more comfortable down there. They sat in facing chairs, and 
Brandy positioned herself at John's feet. They just sat there 
in cool comfort, and had another round of beer. John put on a 



401 


record of excerpts from THE MAGIC FLUTE. 

"What are we going to do all afternoon ?" said John. 

"What about a game of chess ?" 

"Okay." He went to the antique cupboard he had inherited 
from his grandmother, where he kept games, and set up the 
exquisitely carved ivory figures on a marble board. 

For the next two hours and twenty minutes they matched 
wits. It was a tough game. They were about equally skilled in 
the royal game. Finally, John checkmated her. 

"Congratulations, John." She rose, bent over and gave him 
one of her delectable kisses. 

"Thank you ! " 

It was getting close to supper time. Doris offered her 
help, and together they fixed a cold supper, the kind one likes 
to eat on a hot day. Brandy came to the kitchen for her supper, 
and then asked to go outside. 

After supper, John and Doris sat in the spacious living 
room, where they continued their conversation. 


"Funny," teased Doris. "Here we are, all alone, slightly 
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attracted to each other, and we are not going to bed." 

"Yah, funny," said John dryly. 

"Instead of doing it we talk about it; at least, we could." 

"What's on your mind ?" 

"There is a lot about abortion in the news these days. 

Court cases and all that." John lit his pipe, blew a couple of 
smoke rings toward the ceiling, and said: 

"Good old sex; yes, sometimes it causes women to get 
children. What do you really think about abortion ?" 

"I do not believe in it, but I can see where sometimes it 
might be appropriate for a woman to end a pregnancy." 

"I hate that expression 'a pregnancy'. It is a fetus, a 
becoming human being. And somehow when I see and hear women, 
mothers, potential mothers scream and shout, demanding the right 
to kill their helpless young, the fruit of their own womb, I 
shudder. So far as I am concerned, an abortionist is a mass 
murderer. What kind of women are those who say, 'My belly is 
mine; I am not going to carry a child if I don't want to.' It's 
not their own life they're taking. Any woman who lets herself 
be impregnated must take the responsibility for the results, if 
she won't use contraceptives." 
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"What about rape, incest and so on ?" 

"Even there I see grave difficulties. The end does not 
justify the means - unless, perhaps, in the gravest of 
circumstances. " 

"Yes, but your grave circumstances and somebody else's 
might not be the same." 

"It always goes back to sex, doesn't it ? Why can't people 
just be chaste until they get married, and then be monogamous ?" 

"That's the ideal, but life isn't always like that. Look 
at me; I had my lesbian sex life long before I married. Of 
course, in those days there was no AIDS scare, and, at any rate, 
lesbians do not get AIDS." 

"Yes, I know. Men, though, do; and also heterosexual 
people do get it sometimes from bisexual partners. I guess it's 
how you do it and with whom that makes the difference." 

"Yes. The funny part of it is, that in this gay debate 
some people talk about natural and unnatural sex acts. What 
they seem to ignore is that heterosexuals too engage in all 
those so-called unnatural sex acts. I love to go down on Gene. 
Is this unnatural ?" She paused, waiting for an answer. 


"Of course not. Jo and I do that too." 
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"So, it isn't what you do, it's whom you do it with that 
counts and makes the difference ! " 

"Yes. 'Anything goes' has changed to a time of fear and 
caution. " 

"Is it okay to look at pornography ?" 

"Like Swaggart ?" 

"I mean pictures or videos." 

"Well, that brings up quite a subject. Let me see." 

He relit his pipe and thought quietly for several moments. 
"What do you mean by pornography ?" he asked then. 

"Dirty pictures, haha." 

"Dirty pictures, what is that ?" 

"Explicit portrayals of sex acts." 

"Why should that be dirty ? We all got started that way, 
or some way like that." 

, “I know. Just kidding. Those who call sex dirty are still 
hung up on Puritanism and wrong ideas. Lawrence tried to fight 
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this way back then - LADY CHATTERLEY, and all that - without 
much success." 

"True. But then, why all the fuss about pornography ? All 
that word means in the Greek is, a depiction and description of 
acts a prostitute commits." 

"Oh, here it comes. ‘Wives and prostitutes basically do 
the same sort of thing in bed.'" 

"Yes, they do. Therefore, since what a married couple do 
in bed is okay and respectable, one could say that the 
description or depiction of such acts are okay." 

"The point is, that pornography is now defined as including 
degrading violence against women and children." 

"Could it not also be violence by women against men ?" 

"Yes, but that is rare." Doris frowned, and continued: 

"Now, if sex is good - provided it is properly used, 
whatever that may mean in a specific case - but if it is, then 
why not portray it ? We portray everything else. Some say it 
is private, and not a spectator sport, and should not be 
pictured in isolation from the rest of the body. But so is 
prayer private; yet we have Duerer's PRAYING HANDS. Who is to 
say that it cannot be a spectator sport ? What business does 
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the government have, telling us what is good and what is bad for 
us to watch ?" 

"Let me think about that," said John, knocking out his 

pipe. 


"Isn't there something of a voyeur in all of us ?" she 
insisted. 

"I did read somewhere that women and couples are into 
renting X-rated videos." 

"I know. We have for far too long pretended that women are 
not interested in explicit sex. Why shouldn't we be ? We don't 
care for the violent, direct, animal kind of sex which men seem 
to enjoy watching; but we like the tender, the gradual, the 
cuddly sex with a long buildup - but real sex, just the same, 
with penetration wherever. ...And by the way: Women can get 
excited by listening to certain kinds of mood music. I do." 

"You have watched those videos ?" 

"Of course. How do you figure I am such an authority on 
the subject ?" 

"Do the women now have the equivalent of the prenuptial 


stag party ?" 
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"Maybe." She smiled a sheepish smile. 

"And those videos are available in Canada ?” 

"Well, we can't get certain material here legally; but what 
we can't get is usually the sort of thing that women wouldn't 
care to see anyway. Still, there is a black market. Our laws 
are not as liberal as they are in Europe, as you know; there 
they show scenes on prime time TV which would be banned in our 
movie theatres. I think our society is still affected by 
oldfashioned Puritan notions. There is something not quite 
kosher about sex." 

"But why does one have to ogle it ?" he asked. 

"Hm, I think we have reached an impasse," she replied. 

"Yes. I guess one person's bad pornography is another 
person's healthy erotica; and so what ? The funny thing is 
this: There are feminists who would like to get rid of even the 
most innocent kind of erotica. To them, it is an 
objectification of women, as they say - it's their favourite 
word - and they look upon penetration, anywhere, of the female 
as an assault with a weapon. They may submit to it for reasons 
of their own. After all, some want children. And let's not 
forget: For Catholics, it is still a sin - I believe a mortal 

sin, at that - to refuse a spouse, unless there is a damn 


good reason. Feminists think of the editors of PLAYBOY and 
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PLAYGIRL as their enemies. They lobby the governments here and 
in the States to ban magazines like those. And they have become 
the strongest allies of the kill-joys that come from the 
religious far right, the ultra-conservatives, the moral 
majority. What strange bedfellows, if you pardon the expression!" 

"I will pardon the expression, but just barely," cracked 
Doris. John smiled ruefully and continued, more seriously: 

"Now, the Bible does contain what one might call obscene 
passages. For example, in Ezekiel 16 there is an explicit 
description of sex between men and prostitutes. I have always 
wondered why nobody makes a fuss about that. Is it because they 
don't know what's in the Bible ? Also, there is the too-common 
attitude in the media, that it is okay to show violence, murder, 
massacres, killings, even to children, as long as no breasts or 
coital motions are visible. That is a perversion, all right. 
‘Make love, not war' is not such a bad slogan." 

"Yes. Why not portray the one, if the other can be shown 
with impunity ?!" 

"Another thing: I have, frankly, never understood why the 
feminists get so uptight over scantily or beautifully dressed 
women being pictured beside cars and other products, as 
promotional aids. I don't consider that degrading to a 
good-looking woman, any more than I consider a golden retriever 
used in a similar way as degrading to that breed or to dogs in 
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general . " 

Brandy raised her head and looked questioningly at her 
master. He chuckled, and said "Yes, Brandy, you are a good 
dog." To Doris he explained, "In all the waterfall of 
unintelligible words here, she suddenly heard a word she knows. 
Well, as I was about to say, what's the big deal ?" 

"I sometimes think the feminists are secretly jealous of 
attractive females," Doris replied. Some feminists make 
themselves ugly; they dress like slobs. They see women who make 
the best of their looks as traitors to the cause, especially the 
ones who make a good living from the way they look. Sooner or 
later, though, even an ugly feminist, if she is normal, will 
yearn for a man, I think. Then when she doesn't get one, she 
probably rationalizes - sour grapes - she never wanted one in 
the first place. I think that if militant- type feminists 
condescend to have men at all, it's sort of in spite of 
themselves. They probably make love tight- jawed, and don't let 
themselves go." She chuckled, and added, "Then again, they 
probably say to heck with men, and masturbate, or take other 
women to bed. A mixed-up bunch !" 

John looked at the ceiling. He let all this speculation, 
or pontif ication, he was not sure which, sink in for a while. 
Then he said. 


"I just wonder, Doris, why the libbers don't follow the 



410 


Ayatollah and cover themselves from head to toe ? They might as 
well. I like to be able to look at a woman as a woman." 

"Yes, a woman should not be all that modest, I guess." 

"And you know what will happen if she is raped ! The judge 
will blame her for being too provocative." 

"Hell !" exploded Doris. "Don't I know ! That is pure 
male chauvinism, and many judges are chauvinists. Blame the 
victim ! She had it coming to her - she had no business 
looking so pretty ! " 

"Yes. That's just awful. Well, maybe we have finished 
with the topic of sex. We could talk about metaphysical stuff, 
which fascinates me." 

"I agree. You may commence." 

"Well, the theological fraternity has argued, for some 
time, that according to what they call the Hebrew view of 
things, we are soul-body units. They say that unlike the Greek 
notion that there is a division between the two, the Bible and 
modern theological thought promote the "unit" view. The spirit 
in the body is not a spirit in a tomb. The body is good, and 
our spirit is good, and they form a unit. Therefore, the bodily 
desires, and their fulfillment, are okay. Some of the Greek 
philosophical schools, such as the Orphites and the Gnostics did 
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not see it that way. You probably know all this anyway. 

However, let me make a couple of observations. 

"There is something curious about this emphasis on what we 
call MONISM, or the "unit" theory, which is the opposite of 
DUALISM: Not two entities, matter and spirit, body and soul, 

being sort of attached to each other, and easily separated, but 
a unit. That is the way to look at humans now. But, this has 
always been the philosophy of the Eastern religions. To them, 
there is but one underlying reality. So according to our 
theologians, we as Christians are much closer today to the 
Hindus and Taoists than we are to Plato and the Greeks." He 
shifted in his chair, and leaned forward. 

"I don't buy that. I think you can still make a case for 
dualism, and even for some kind of separate existence of the 
soul after death, not to take anything away from a coming 
resurrection, mind you." 

Doris nodded, her face intent. "That's heavy stuff, John. 
But go ahead ! " 

"It's just that I have never been convinced by the 
arguments put forward by theologians in recent decades. They 
deny that the soul is immortal in any sense - and I am sure 
the Jehovah's Witnesses get a big kick out of that - but then, 
recent theologians do not believe in a resurrection either, not 
really. Their concept of Heaven and any sort of afterlife is 
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hazy and fuzzy at its best, and non-existent at its worst." 

"You mean to say that many of your colleagues and many 
professors do not believe in life after death ?" 

"That's right. I don't know why they bothered going into 
the ministry. They have no Gospel, no Good News. They have the 
Bad News. " 

"Do you believe that the spirit, or the soul, survives 
death ?" 


"Yes, I do. And also, that it could be re-born, if not 
ready yet to reach the pinnacle over there." 

"So you are a dualist, then." 

"Yes, but in the classical sense. I do not pit body 
against spirit; quite the contrary. I appreciate the body very 
much, and I think we all should. There is still too much 
anti-body stuff floating around, even in the marriage bed." 

"Will Christians ever get over that ?" 

"Well, we carry quite a mortgage, going right back to the 
Church Fathers, and now, some feminists give us trouble. They 
confuse a legitimate protest against exploitation of women in 
the political and economic field - wage disparities, and so on 
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- with a perfectly natural male attraction to their bodies." 

"I know. They tell us that men are not treating us right; 
that they make sex objects of us. That, they say, is the root 
cause of our problems; not poverty, not lack of power, but being 
ogled, being objectified. Sex has become the scapegoat for all 
the injustices done to women." 

"Political objectification is bad. But in the realm of art 
and sex there is room for a certain amount of objectification. 
Why do women dress up ? I think they want to be looked at . " 

"Yes. We want admiration and the approval of others; we 
don't want to be ignored. We need a stage." 

"And so do men. The human being is what the Romans called 
HOMO LUDENS, the playing man." 

"The feminists are taking all this too seriously," said 
Doris. "There is room, I think, for frank, yet discreet 
display of sexual charm, and being attracted by that, and 
admitting it." 

"I guess, to use a cliche, it makes the world go 'round." 

"Haha, it does ! " 


The clock on the mantel chimed 9:30 p.m. 
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"Let's go outside," Doris suggested. "It must be cooler 

now . " 


"Okay. " 

They went out the back door. John let Brandy out of her 
enclosure, and the three of them went and sat in the gazebo; but 
not for long. The air had now become too cool for comfort 
without sweaters. 

"What is going to happen to your congregation, John ?" 

"I don't know. But there are signs that the vast majority 
will want to break away." 

"Where would that leave you ?" 

"Right now, I don't know that, either." 

There was silence. 

"Let's go in, and dance to warm up," said Doris, shivering. 

John showed her into the same basement room, where he had a 
big stereo. He put the coffee table on the sofa, and pushed a 
few chairs back. Then he put a record of polka music on the 
stereo, and he and Doris danced the polka vigorously for all of 
ten minutes, while Brandy lay in the doorway, watching in 
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amazement . 

Rather out of breath, Doris said she was warm now. "My 
goodness - !" she gasped. "That's as good as a twenty-minute 
workout ! I can't dance any more -I'm not as sound of wind as 
I thought. And I think I'll have to turn in soon," she added, 

"if I want to get off to an early start in the morning." John 
gallantly handed her to a chair, replaced the furniture, and 
turned off the music. 

"Want a snack ?" he asked. "No ? Well, then, let me show 
you to your room." He preceded her upstairs and fetched her bag 
from the hall closet, then led her up another flight of stairs 
to the guest room, which was always ready. It was the same 
bedroom that Doris and Gene had slept in twice previously; it 
had its own ensuite bathroom. He set the alarm clock for her, 
kissed her goodnight, and closed the door as he went out. 

He went to his and Jo's room on the ground floor, and 
wished that Jo were here now, as he found himself in a state of 
arousal after all that. He decided to stay up for awhile and 
work in the study, while he tried to forget about the woman in 
one of his beds upstairs. He read Karl Barth on the Church for 
two hours, and made some notes for a sermon which he had "on the 
back burner". When the day came for him to preach his last 
sermon in St. Luke's, Deep Lake, this would be the sermon he 
would preach. 
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About midnight, he retired. As he was drifting off into 
what turned out to be a fitful sleep, his last conscious 
thoughts were of Doris. She was quite a woman - a good, 
lovable friend, and a bit of a flirt - a parade example of how 
a lesbian can become a heterosexual. Doris, his Platonic love. 

He woke at seven. Shaved and dressed in a jogging suit, he 
greeted Doris with hot rolls and coffee when she came down at 
half-past, wearing a smart black suit for her uncle's funeral. 
Fifteen minutes later, she drove away; he stood and waved, the 
collie at his side. Then he and Brandy went for their long 
morning walk. 



